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" Nalla quies intos. .... 
Nee tamen est clamor, sed parve murmura vocis. 
Atria turba tenet, veniunt leve yulgus, enntque, 
£ qnibus hi Tacaas implent sermonibas aores. 
Hi narrata ferunt alio, mensuraque facti 
Crescit, et auditis aliquid dovus adjicit victor." 
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TO 

JOHN WILSON CROKER, ESQ. 

<J*c. <S*c. <St. 

THIS POEM IS DEDICATED 
AS A MARK OF RESPECT AND OBLIGATION, 

BY HIS FAITHFUL AND OBEDIENT SERVANT, 

THE AUTHOR. 



Paris, at all times a curious city, bad in the 
latter part of the year 1815 more objects for cu- 
riosity than it ever had before, or probably will 
ever have again. Its public places were crowded 
with all the armies of Europe. Eveiy man of 
whom we had been conceiving portraits through 
the cloud and tumult of the war, was to be met 
face to face in the streets. The costumes and 
countenances of almost every tribe from the At- 
lantic to the Chinese Sea were to be met at 
every step* Paris was the head- quarters of three 
monarchs, the greatest military powers of the 
world, and was in the immediate possession of 
the greatest chieftain that the struggle which 
threw all the military talent of Europe on the 
surface had produced— the only general who had 
never been beaten, and at the head of the only 
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army that had gone on from glory to glory with- 
out a shade between. The city was at that 
moment a camp, but a camp which contained 
the military and diplomatic mind of Europe — a 
camp of heroes and cabinets. But to those who 
might not be exalted by the perpetual vision of 
those grand and swelling sights, there were even 
more stately contemplations. It seemed as if a 
day of final retribution had commenced : they 
stood in view of the scaffold of usurpation ; Na- 
poleon's glory had perished like a meteor, and 
the hour of that guilty, mystic, unreal splendour 
might be now to pass away for a light of truth 
and peace which, fed from sources beyond the 
reach of human passions, was to shine for ever. 
It is difficult to conceive that this splendid sum- 
moning of the world's strength was for the mere 
purposes of parade. The impulse was so deep 
and universal, and capable of producing such: 
permanent and mighty effects for the future ages, 
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that it was natural to believe that Europe was 
not thus called up as with the voice of '^ thunders 
and the trumpet" to return to its old decay. 

The proceedings of the allied cabinets, and 
their effect on the people of France and the earthy 
here assumed the rank of things done to be felt 
through a long, perhaps through the latest pos- 
terity. The removal of the pictures and antiques 
from the Museum took place at this time ; and, 
besides the excitement belonging to all changes 
affecting those incomparable memorials, was not 
unnaturally borne into the same train of thought 
which looked upon the war and the triumph 
only as a portion of the one great system of re- 
novation, in which Providence deigned to show 
ite steps, for securing justice and quiet to future 
man. The monuments of the revolutionary 
period were still perfect ; the reigns of conspiracy, 
terror, and atheism, were marked by distinct and 



% fresh evidences ; and in Paris the traveller foiind 
himself in the midst of all that was fearful in the 
history of individual wickedness, all that was 
mad and God-defying in the wildness of re- 
publican frenzy, and all that was glorious in the 
victory and magnificent power of established mo- 
narchies. He stood beside the grave of Europe, 
and was a witness of her resurrection. 

The present poem sketches those aspects of 
P^s as they successively occurred to the writer. 
The public buildings and chief points of exhibi- 
tion are in general mentioned, from their refer- 
eiice to what interested him most in them — their 
connexion with the revolutionary history. In 
the description of a great city, there can of course 
be lio regular and epic succession ; but in Paris 
some of the public monuments are visible only at 
peculiar hours, some require peculiar hours to be 
seen to advantage, and some lie iii the general 
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track of travellers on their first hurried tour. All 
those links, and principally the last, have been 
used. He entered by the Mont Martre road 
at an early hour, and the sketches are given 
nearly in the order in which the objects were 
seen. A few notes are subjoined for slight ex- 
planation to those who may not have visited Paris 
in 1815. 



The occasional changes in the metre have been 
adopted, not in the idle imitation of superior 
writers, but simply to avoid the monotony of a 
perpetual recurrence of the same measure. The 
diversity of the subjects in these pages might of 
itself require diversity of metre. Pomps and 
processions are not to be told in the same ca- 
dence with murders. The measure which would 
be selected for an entire tragic poem must be dif- 
ferent from that which was to represent the grace 
and gaieties of courts, or the splendours of reli- 
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gious festival, or the gentleness of rural life. 
The same standard applies to those smaller shares 
of description, in which the topics are as essen- 
tially distinct. But, independently of the subject, 
there is a physical delight in this variety. The 
ear, or that combined sense of ear, eye, and mind 
by which we enjoy the fiill charm of versifica- 
tion, requires change to give the fulness of the 
charm. The same principle goes through music 
and recitation, and all the branches of the plea- 
sure in which intellectual and organic enjoym^it 
are to be united. No excellence of poetry has 
been perfectly able, in our most illustrious 
models, to resist the antagonist monotony of a 
thousand lines in the same stanza ; and perhaps 
no reader has ever sti'uck upon even their sligiit 

intervening songs and wanderings of rhyme with- 

* 

out feeling them like a sudden refreshment. To 
this change there are obvious limits. It must be 
seen to proceed firoili no inability in the author; 
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and it must be in a certain degree sanctioned by 
the change of the subject. The suitableness of 
adopting the practice at all may be dependant 
on the length of the poem : in a very short per- 
formance, the monotony can scarcely arise from 
the measure ; in a very long one, the reader 
makes intervals for himself, and comes refreshed 
by the intervals ; in the intermediate order, too 
long to be despatched like a sonnet, and too short 
to be reserved for another sitting, he may require 
more aids than the present writer has allowed 
himself to supply in diversity of metre. 



" I had a thing to say. — But let it go : 
The san is in the heaven, and the proud day. 
Attended with the pleasures of the world. 
Is all too wanton, and too full of gauds. 
To give me audience : — If the midnight bell 
Did, with his iron tongue and brafeen mouth, 
Sound one unto the drowsy race of night; 
Or if that thou could'st see me without eyes. 
Hear me without thine ears, and make reply 
Without a tongue, using conceit alone. 
Without ears, eyes, or harmful sound of words ; 
Then, in despite of brooded, watchful day, 
I would into thy bosom pour my thoughts." 
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I. 

How sweet it is at early mom to sprii^ 
From sleep and its bewildered fantasies ; 
To catch the rose^s fragrance on the wing 
Ere the first dews have faded from its dyes ;  

To trace the changefiil tissue of the skies, 
The purple stealing on the tender gray, 
Then the streaked red—- the long, gold line that Ues 
Fringing the hill that seems to check its way ; 
Then the broad^ surging flame^ and lo ! the king o£ day ! 

B 
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II. 

liOvely— ^ut lovelier still, when that bright mom 
Unfolds the vision of some first^seen land ; 
And as the twilight clouds are upwards borne, 
Foreign the hills, the vales, the streams expand ; 
Charming the wanderer^s foot suspense to stand. 
As, Uke a young creation, round him rise 
Its thousand shapes of soft, and bright, and grand ; 
All strange, all spell-touched ; evVi the wild wind^s sighs. 
The peasants call, to him, romantic melodies ! 

III. 

Yet who can feel it like the luckless wight, 
In France^s lumbering wains through midnight pent, 
With heavy Ms' that will not slumber quite, 
Stiff limbs and beating brow, and spirit spent ; 
When on the eastern hill'*s slow-gained ascent, 
The freeze firsts meets him £rdm its bowers below, 
Streaming cool odours, Kving element ; 
And his cleared eye sees mount and.forest glow; 
And the whole landscape l%hts its idiole enchanted fthow. 
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IV. 

^Tis dawn upon Mont Martre I > O^er the pkun, 
In flake and spire, the ((unbeain plunges deep. 
Bringing out shape, and shade, and summer-stain ; . 
Like a retiring host the blue mists sweep. 
Looms on the farthest right Valerien^s steep, 
Crown'*d with its convent kindUng in the day; 
And. swiftly sparkling from their bowery sleeps 
Like matin stars, around th^ horizon j^lay 
Far village vanes, and domes, and casdo-turretagray. 

' V. 

'*Tis a rich scene ; and y^ the richest charm 
That e'er clothM earth in beauty, lives not here. *• 
Winds no green fence aroirad the culture^ farm ;, 
No blossomed hawthorn shiekb the cottage dear* 
The laud is bright, and yet to thine how drear, 
Unrivall'^d England l^^WeU the thought may pine i 
For those sweet fields where^ each a httle q^a«, ... 
In shaded, sacred fruitfulness doth shine, 
^4&<ithe h^art higher beats that says, ^f This 4ipot is. mine^ 
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VI. 

St Cloud ! How stately firom the green hilTs ride 
Shoots up thy Parian pile ! Hi^ transient hold. 
Who wore the iron crown of r^cide ! 
He treads its .halls no more— his hour is told. 
The circle widens ; Sevres bright and cold 
Peeps out m vestal beauty from her throne, 
Spared for Minerva^s sake, when round her roU'^d 
From yon high brow th^ Invader^s fiery zone. 
Resistless^ as can tdil thy faded tow'^rs, Meudon ! 



VII. 
A trumpet !*»-at the sound Mont Martre^s spread 
4Vith martial crowds, a glittering, crimson tide, ' 
Pouring incessant from its- sunbright head. 
Part, that in splendour deepen down its »de. 
In square, and line, and column wheeling wide 
To many a solemn touch of harmony. 
Part, to the far champaign that clanging ride, 
Like the long flashes of the summer sky, . 

Xdker&esh^plumed eagles darting from thek aef^ic hi^. . 
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VIII. 

The British bands I A power is in' the sound,' 
It speaks of freedom, valour, virtue nigh ; 
It calls up England upon foreign ground I 
Far be from us the false jdiilosophy 
That owns not country^s nobly-partial tie I 
The thoughts that like a second nature <2ome 
In distance and in death to fix the eye 
On the hearths classic soil ;— by temple, tomb, 
By all lovers names endeared,-— by all in one, our Homo. 

IX. 
Warvhas its mighty moments :— -Heart of Man ! 
Have all thy pulses vigour for a thrill 
Prouder than through those gallant bosc»ns ran 
When first their standards waved above that hill P 
When first they strove their downwarcl gaze to fill 
With the full grandeur of their glorious prize-p- 
Paris r the name that from their cradle still 
Stung them in dreams ; now, glittering in their eyes. 
Now woQ^^won by the Victory of Victories ! • 
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X. 

For this hitd Ued iheir battle round the world ; 
For this they round the worid had come to war ; 
Some, with the shattered enagn that unfurFd 
Its iron-emblems to the Orient star ; 
And some, the blue Atlantic stemming far ; 
And some, a matchless band, from swarthy Spain— 
With well-worn steel, and breasts of many a scar ; 
And all thei^ plains to their last conquering plain 
Were sport, and all their trophies to this trophy vain. 

XI. 

« 

And there are symbols round the Mount that diow 
What terror on the boastftil land has been ; 
Glares from its embrasures the iron row. 
With scarp and fosse is cut the tender green. 
The howitz watches down the spiked ravine, 
The st^Lbdrbed frize, the pyramid of ball, 
Start on the eye from cot and vintage-screen ; 
And firom the siuhmit tower the flagstaff tall 
Lifb England^s banner^ cross-— triumphant over all ! 
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XII. 

All looks a stranger^s land — ^the tawny meads. 
Tracked by the sleepy §eine^s meanders blue ; 
The vintage ripening on its sloping beds, 
Like sheets of emeralds, dropping purple dew ; 
The forest belting with its waste of yew 
The chateau, lonely as the exile^s tpmb 
Where rests its lord; the hill^s exotic hue; 
The foliaged roadsj that from th^ horizon come, 
Likearrows, toonepoint, where still broods mommg^s gloom. 

XIII. 

There sleep^st thou, Paris ! What profounder sleep 
Were thine, had matchless hearts not sieged thee round ! 
When those who sow^d in blood, in blood should reap^ 
When the bold hunters &qm earth^s farthest bound 
At length the tiger in his cavern found ; 
Then, not yon cloud that wraps thy giddy dream, 
But the red vapour of the bloody ground. 
Such as o^er Moscow hung, had caught the gleam ; 
The midnight fires of death, thy lastj wild, waking beanu 
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XIV. 

The gale has come,— at once the fleecy haze 
Floats up, — then stands a purple canopy, 
Shading th^ imperial city from the blaze. 
Glorious the vision ! tower and temple lie 
Beneath the menu, like waves of ivory, 
With many an azure streak and gush of green. 
As grove aiki garden on. the dazzled eye 
Rise in successive beauty^ and between 
Flows into sudden light the loiig, slow, serpent Seine. 

XV. 

For Paris now.— Now farewell hill and vale, . 
And »lence sweet, fresh blooms, and dewy sky ! 
Farewell the gentle moral of the gale. 
The wisdom written in the rose's dye ! 
I go to meet the wizard city's eye, 
That puts on splendour but to dim the soul. 
A thousand years of crime beneath me lie ! 
One glance !: — I stand as on a mighty mole. 
Around whose base not waves, but evil ages roll. 
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XVI. 

And ye endunog monuments that rise^ 
In your calm grandemr, round this fortress-hill, 
Masses of solemn shade and orient dyes I 
Are ye not eadi, as in that sea an isle, 
Sheltering the few and stateUer memories, while 
The feeble pass like foam upon the wave ? 
I gaze not here on Greek or Grothic pDe ! — 
I see but emblems of the days that gave 
An impulse to the world, to empires throne or grave. . 

XVII. 
*Twas a dark time, which on Valerien^s brow ' 7 

Reared the- sad refuge of that convent tower ! ' 

There mind was buried, withered beauty^s glow. 
There passion lost its hope, but not its power; 
Yet good was mixed with ill ; its midnight hour 
Heard prayers from haughty lips that then first prayed ; 
And woman who had wept her loveliest dower, 
Thei^ hid her broken heart in cahn and shade, ; 

And turned her to his fold, who sought the Iamb thut stt»yed ! 
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XVIII. 

There, Invalides ! thy summit, like a star. 
Glitters before the sun'^s ascending fire ; 
Thou golden palace, temple, grave of war— 
Froud be the day that saw thy pomp expire ! 
Where are thy tn^hies now ! The lowliest spire, 
The darkest cell, was glorious to thy prime. 
The Fiend came from thee ; — ^but the earth^s desire . . 
Hose up against him, and an arm sublime 
Blasted the gloomy Idol of thy age of crime. 

XIX. 

Earth had a burst of madness ; come, and gone. 
Like hghtning from its cloud — a withering blaze. 
There stand its lonely halls, its Pantheon ; 
Then were those halls not lonely ;^nights and. days 
RolTd o*er their thousands, pouring heaven^s high praise, 
From more than pagan lips, to harlotry. 
Temple of many gods ! while One delays -i. 

For wisdom deeply veiled from human eye, 
To s^nke it into dust, till ev^n its memory die. ^ 
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XX. 

The emblem-circlets wound. The sunbeams flow 
Latest, yet loveliest, on St Denis^ wall. 
But is there not a brighter sun than now 
Vestures in gold that patriarch cathedral ? 
Is not earth^s veil at length about to fall, 
As the slow shadows from that temple hoar; 
And the true faith unfold he^ gates to all ; 
And man be glorious as he was before ; 
And earth be Paradise, till time shaQ be no more ? 

XXI. 

The hour shall come ! — ^It is no mystic^s trance. 
But true as He, who wills, and it is done ! 
The hour shall come,-*is come ! Our feeble glance 
Ev^n now sees stooping from its clouds the throne 
Where One shall rule o^er earth— The Mighty Omc. 
Its kings his hallowed viceroys-^man'^s old stain 
Fast brightening from the spirit ;— war unknown ;— * . 
TiQ death has 4i?d I ai^d, rushing from his chain. 
To heaven th^ immortals ri«e^ mih angel plume and stndn. 
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XXII. 

Now, fiom the Mount ! — Through solid dust we swee| 

Choak^d, crushing, struggling to wile back our sleep. 

The barrier's reached— out rolls the drowsy guard ; 

A scowl— « question— and the gate'^s unbarrM. 

And this is Paris ! The postilion's thong 

Rings round a desert, as we bound along. 

From rut to deeper rut cff shapeless stone. 

With many a general heave, and general groan. 

Onward, still darker, doubly desolate. 

Winds o'er the shrinking head the dangerous strait. 

The light is lost ; in vain we peer our way 

Throu^ the rank dimness of the Fauxbourg day ; 

In vain the wearied eyeball strains to scale 

That squalid height, half hovel and half jail : 

At every step the struggling vifflon bar 

Projections sudden, black, and angular, 

Streak'd with what once was gore, deep rent with shot« 

Marks of some conflict furious and — ^forgot ! 

At ev^ step, from sewer and alley sail 

The crossii^ steams that inake the sens^ quail. 
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Defying b^eeze^s breath and summer^s glow^ 
Chartered to hold eternal mire below. 
Grim loneliness ! — and yet some blasted tcfrm 
\Vill start upon the sight, a human wona 
Clung- to the chapePs wall— -the lank throat bare, 
The glance shot woeful from the tangled hair. 
The fleshl^s, outstretched arm, and ghastly cry. 
Half forcing, half repelling charity. 
Or, from the portal of the old hotel. 
Gleams on his post the victor-centinel, 
Briton or Gennan, shooting round his ken, 
From its dark depth, a lion.fix>m his den. 

^is light and air again : and lo ! the Seine, 

Yon boasted, lazy, livid, fetid drain ! 

With paper booths, and painted trees overlaid. 

Baths, blaiikets, wash-tubs, women, all but trade. 

Yet here are living beings, and the soil 

Breeds its old growth of ribaldry and broil. 

A whirl of mire, the dingy cabriolet 

Makes the quick transit llirQugh the crowded way ; 
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On spurs the courier, creaks the crazy wain, 
Dragged through its central gulf of mud and stain ; 
Around our way-laid wheels the paupers crowd, 
Naked, contagious, crin^ng, and yet proud. 
The whde a mass of folly, filth, and strife. 
Of heated, rank, corrupting, reptile life; 
And, endless as their ouzy Tide, the throng 
Roll on with endless clamour, curse, and song. 

Fit for such tenants, lowV on either side 
The hovels where the gang less Uve than hide ; 
Story on story, savage stone on stone^ 
Time-shattered, tempest-stained, not built, but thrown. 
Sole empress of the portal, in full blow. 
The rouged grisette lays out her trade below, 
£v^n in her rags a thing of wit and wile. 
Eye, hand, hp, tongue, all point, and press, and smilie. 
Close by, in patch and {»int, the pedlar's stall 
Flutters its looser gbries up the wall. 
Spot of corruption ! where the rabble n^e 
Loiter found tinsel tomes, and %ure8 nude ; 
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Voltaire, and Lais, long altevnate eyed, 
Till both the leper^s soul and sous divide. 
Above, 'tis desart, save where sight is scared 
With the wild visage through the casement barrM ; 
Or, swin^iig from their pole, chemise and sheet 
Drip from the attic o'er the fuming street. 

But, venture on the darkness ; and within 

See the stern haunt of wretchedness and sin. 

The door unhinged, the wall of plaster bare, 

The paper pane, the gapped and dbaking stair, 

Winding in murkiness, as to the sty 

Of forlorn guilt, or base debauchery ; 

The chamber, tattered, melancholy, old. 

Yet large — ^where plunder might its midnigjbts hdd i 

And in its foulest comer, trom the day 

Sullen and shrunk, its lord, the Feder<^. 

Meagre the form, the visage swart and spar^ , 

Furrowed with early vice and desperate care ; 

Hollow the cheek, the eye ferocious guile. 

Yet gentle, to his hard, habitual smile. 
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His end, on earth, to live the doubtful day^ 
And glean the livre for the Sunday^s play. 

Heqivy that chamber'^s air ; the sunbeams fall 
Scattered and sickly on the naked wall ; 
Through the time-crusted casement scarcdy shown 
The raftered roof, the floor of chilling stx)ne, . 
The crazy bed, the mirror that betrays 
Frameless, where vaoity yet loves to gaze; 
And still, the symbols of his darker trade^ 
The musquet, robber-pistol, sabre blade, 
Hung rusting, where around the scanty fire 
His squalid ofispring watch its brands expire. 
His glance is there ;— another, statelier spot 
Has fUl possesion of his fevered thought ; 
In the fierce past the fierce to-come he sees. 
The day returned of plundered palaces. 
When faction revelled, mobs kept thrones in awe. 
And the red pike at once was King and Law. 
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XXIII. 

Yet, contrast strange ! be^de that dismal cell ' 
TowVs on the eye the Seigneur'^s proud hoteL 
Repelling too, no waste of outward state 
Here told th** exclusive pleasures of the great ; 
Yet, in those bounds, the cup of luxury 
Was brimm''d as rich as e^er made midnight fly. 
Beauty and pomp were in its festal hall. 
Gay valour, courtly wit, youth, passion, alL 
Sight of enchantment,-^own its vista^s blaze 
Of gold and jewel-vestured forms to gaze ! 
One buoyant, brilliant dance of tress and jdume 
Gleaming o^er diamond eyes and cheeks of bloom ; 
And shapes that like the breeze-kissed roses move. 
Lit by the thousand crystal urns above. 
Nor lovely less, to turn, whore through the shade 
Faint from the glow, the groups of beauty strayed. 
The suite of sdlent, stately chambers past. 
In each the distant radiance feebler cast ; 
In each the concertos sweetness softer sent ; 
Till on the burning cheek, new elem«Qt, 

c 
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New life breathed in the night's delicioui air. 
Streaming from violet bank and rose parterre. 
Heart-swelling hour I On her profoundest sky 
In glory throned, the moon^s lone majesty ; 
From that huge, slumbering city sent no soimd ; 
Above, all brightness ;• soul-felt silence, round ! 
Save where, as s«dden opes the distant hall, 
Faint as its light, the tones in sweetness fall, 
A breath of harp and flute, a silver sigh, 
A charm, wUd, swift, of fairy harmony ; 
Save where the fountain murmuring in its shell 
With the far concertos murmurs mixeth well. 

• 

But pass the porch, and all was past :— The wall. 
Long, blank, surmounted by the turret tall ; 
The loophole, massive buttress, thundering gate 
That shuts upon the world the court of state. 
The casement dim, with bar and bolt secured, 
The sculptured shield, the high roof embrazur^d. 
Strike to the stranger''s eye the sudden thrill, 
And give the fel<»i and his dungeon still. 
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XXIV. 

But pause ! what pile athwart the crowded way 
Frowns with such sterner aspect ? The Abbaye ! ' 
Is it not curst ? has not the smell of blood 
Struck it for ever into solitude ? 
No ! To the past as to the future cold. 
Self and the moment all his heart can hold. 
The deep damnation of the deed forgot 
Before the blood was stiffened on the spot ; 
Gay in the sight, the shadow of the pile, 
The meagre native plays his gambol vile. 
Above, tolls out for death the prison knell. 
Below, dogs, monkies, bears, the jangling swell ; 
The crack'^d horn rings, the rival mimes engage, 
Punch in imperial tatters sweeps the stage ; 
The jostling mob dance, laugh, sing, shout the riiyme. 
And die in ecstacies the thousandth time. 
And look ! around, above, what ghastly row 
Through bar and grating struggle for the show, 
Down darting, head o^er head, the haggard eye. 
Felons ! the scarcely scaped,— ^he sure to die ! 

c2 
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The dungeotf d murderer startles from his trance, 
Uplistemng hears the din, the monkey-dance, 
Growls at the fate that fix^d his cell beneath. 
And feels the sohd bitterness of death. 



Yes, 'twas the spot ! — ^where yonder slow gendarme 
Sweeps from his round the loitering pauper-swarm ; 
Where up the mouldering wall that starveling vine 
Drags on from nail to nail its yellow twine ; 
For ornament ! Still something for the eye ; 
Prisons, nay graves, have here their foppery : — 
There, primed for blood, Danton drew up his band, 
The Marseillois, the Fauxbourg's black brigand. 
The gate rolled back,— as out to Uberty * 
One bounding came^ — ^the murderers met his eye. 
He heard their laugh, — ^he dropped in desperate prayer 
For life — ^for life ! — His brain was spattered there; — 
Another came— recoiled— gave one wild wail. 
And sank in gore,— the bullet stopped his tale. 

" Elargiflsez, Monaieor," was tbe signal for assassination by the mqb. 



y 
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The work went hotly on. Dark place of crime ! 

What hideous guilty what suffering sublime 

Were in thee, — emblem of the ruined land ! 

Frequent, amid the shoutings of the band, 

Rose from within prayer, laughter ! — Pass that wall, 

A crowd were gathered in a lofty hall, 

An ancient chapel, lingering each till came 

The harrowmg, certain summons of his name. 

A man stood in its pulpit ; one strong ray 

That through the grating struggled down its way, 

Fell on his upturned brow, and tonsure bare. 

His hands were clasped, he prayed with mighty pray V, — 

Then bent him where the failing light below 

Just glanced on shapes and visages of woe. 

And there were those who felt, yet scorned to feel. 

And smiled in ghastliness to see his zeal ; 

And knowing they had reachM their dying day, 

ResoWd to think no more, and turned away !— 

And those, who weary of the cell and chain. 

Saw the last day of life the last of pain ; 

Andj sadly flung upon the chilling floor, 

Listen'^d lethargic to the outward roar — 
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But there.were those, who on him fixed the eye. 
In the deep gaze of utter agony ; 
Kneeling without a heave, without a groan, — 
As if that hour had struck them into stone. 

The shouts had died, — ^'twas silence, — sudden rang 

A shriek throughout the prison ! — All upsprang;— 

Each fixing on his fellow wretch the eye. 

In the broad glare of desperate sympathy ; 

Another miserable hour, and they 

Who shudderM there might be — but gore and clay ! 

The preacher bowM his head ; — ^his hands were prest 

A moment with his Bible on his breast ; — 

His voice a moment stopped : — the pang was past, — 

'Twas nature's terror, — painful, — ^but her last. 

His voice awoke ; his spirit in him bum^ ; 

All eyes instinctive on the martyr turned. 

He told them of the things that man's dull ear. 

Filled with life's flatteries, so hates to hear ; 

He told them of the ChristianV cross and crown. 

And rais'd his hands to bless them ; — all sank down,- 

All humbly bow'd their heads to earth, all felt 

At his ascending prayer their bosoms melt ; 
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All trembled,^ — and strange thoughts upon them stole, 
That look\l like heavenly dawnings in the soid ; 
And tears began down withered cheeks to flow, 
Nor tears of joy, but far too soft for woe ! 
They rose ; — and they who knelt upon that floor, 
Were naked spirits ere that day was o^er. 

Behind that chapel'^s altar oped a room — 
Gloomy — the deeds done there wer^ fit for gloom. 
A torch, that languished in the heavy air. 
Feebly made up the daylighf s sullen glare ; 
It shewed a table, soiled with wine, and strewed 
With plunder in atill deeper stains embrued ; 
Around it on the platform benches, lay 
Dark, muffled shapes that slept their drench away. 
A few, in whom the past debauchery 
Was squalid still, hung loose and lowering by^ 
And judged ! — ^For this was a tribunal ;•— these. 
Judges ! — The basest rabble^s basest lees^ 
These slaves of vulgar folly, guilt and rage. 
These mountebanks upon a bloody stage ; 
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Wretches! whose aspects told of hell begun ; . 

Their joyless joj, to see mankind undone ! 
And they were speedy too ; no ancient saws 
CheckM the bold current of the rabble^s laws ; 
A glance-^a taunt upon the victim cast, 
A sign,— he passed away— -to slaughter passed. 

And now, a prisoner stood before them, wan 

With dungeon damps and woe— an aged man. 

But stately ;-^there was in his hoary hair 

A reverend grace that Murder^s self might spare. 

Two of the mob, half naked, freshly dyed 

In crimson clots, waved sabres ^t his side. 

He told his tale,— a brief, plain, prison tale,— 

Well vouched by those faint Umbs and features pale : 

His words were strong, the manly energy 

Of one not unprepared to Uve or die. 

His ju^es wavered^ whirred, seemed to feel 

Some human touches at his 'firm appeal.-^ 

He named his king f-*«^ burst of scoff and sneer 

Poured down, that even the slumberers sprang to hear; 
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Startled, to every grating round the room 

Sprang \nisages already seal'^d for doom ; 

Bed from theii work without, in rush'd a crowd, 

Like wolves that heard the wonted cry of blood. 

He gazed above, — ^the torch's downward flame 

Flash'^d o'er his cheek ; — ^twas red,— it might be shame, 

Shame for his country, sorrow for her throne ;— 

'Twas pale, — ^the hectic of the heart was gone. 

His guards were shaken off ;— he tore his vest, 

A ribbon'd cross was on his knightly breast, — 

It covered scars ;^— he deigned no more reply ; 

None, but the scorn that lightened fiiom his eye. 

His huddled, hurried judges dropped their gaze ; 

The villain soufs involuntary praise ! 

He kissed his cross, and turned him to the door — 

An instant, — and they heard his murderers' roar ! . 

'Twas shapeless carnage now ; in meek despair, 

Gazing on Heaven, the pastor died in prayer ; 

The soldier m€t the sabre's whirl unmoved ; 

The matron perish'd on the corse she loved ; 
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Yet thare were dying hursts ; with rush and reel^ 
Some ^mid the assassin ranks made desperate wheel, 
Down-stricken, rising, bleeding, tottering round. 
Till the ball stretched the struggler on the ground ;^ 
Others, the red knee clasping, sank and wept; 
Alike o'er faint and bofil the havoc swept. 
The evening fell, — in bloody mists the sun 
Rushed glaring down ; nor yet the work was done ; 
Twas night; and still upon the Bandif s eye 
Came from their cavern those who came to die; 
A long, weak, wavering, melancholy wave. 
As from the grave, returning to the grave. 
^Twas midnight ;— still the gusty torches blazed 
On shapes of woe, dim gestures, faces glazed ; 
And still, as through the dusk the ghastly file 
Moved onward, it was added to the pile ! 

Ruler of Heaven ! did not the righteous groan 
Rise from this spot in vengeance to thy throne ! 
Or did the torrent that so redly ran 
Round those heaped remnants of what once was man. 
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That mass of cloven bone, and shattered limb, 
And spouting brain, and visage strained and dim. 
And horrid life still quivering in the eye. 
As chok'd in blood the victim toil'^d to die- 
Did it sink voiceless in the thirsty groimd ?— 
No ! from that hour the iron band was bound. 
No ! from that hour was fixed the mighty seal 
To the long woes that France was doomed to feel ; 
Plague, famine, in God^s sterner wrath untried— 
Her deeper sentence, man, the homicide ! * 

XXV. 

Perish the vision !— no,— on France's eye 
Still let it hang, — as o'er a murderer's 
His victim's shade, — in noon, in midnight nigh, 
'Till she has laid it in repentant tears ; 
'Till man has seen what fruit rebellion bears ; 
The noblest sure to perish by the low, 
Stripp'd by their rapine, slaughter'd by their fears ; 
Guilt's tender mercies, that uplift the blow. 
While from its paUid Hps " faith, honor, country" flow. 

* 1 Chronicles, chap. 21. yene 13. 



28 PARIS IN 1815. 



XXVL 

But musing ^s done.— The rabble round me press. 
With every cry of earth since BabePs fall. 
The world 's in gala.— Poissarde loveliness 
Glides, faint and feather'^d from her last nighfs ball. 
Dispensing glances on the fiiseur smaU, 
The tiptoe thing beside her, — ^all bouquet ; 
His bowing head, a curly carnival ; 
His shoulders to his earrings, grimly gay ;— 
All have put on their smiles ; ^tis the Eing'^s holiday. 

XXVII. 

A cannon peals,*— a rocket cleaves the air 
In rushing beauty, waving up its way. 
Like a red snake. With backward step and stare 
The crowd pursue its burst, — ^'tis lost in day. 
Now white flags on the palace turrets play ; 
And soon, like sheets of newly wakerfd flame, 
They rise from many a roof and steeple gray, 
Thick meteors, rayed with cross and patron name ; 
The royal Gonfalon rolls broad o^er Notre Dame. 
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XXVIII. 

Below, the streets are dianging; tissues trim 
From door to door$ from house to house are swung ; 
Deep with devices, shattered now and dim, 
For fortune^s turns in loyal darkness flung. 
One turn has come, with lilies all are hung. 
The mob, the troc^ that down the distance stand 
Lingering and loose, are with the white badge strung ; 
The poissarde group that dance around their band 
Fling up the exiled flower with shouts ;•— such is the land ! 

XXIX. 

A distant trumpet sounds ; the river shore 
Sends it in echoes on ; the soldiers hast^ 
To loose their piles of muskets ;— -standards soar. 
Drums rattle,— voices clamour,— -bugles blast ; 
The mob confused from side to side are cast; 
Horsemen dash by with spur and slackened rein. 
Moment of tumult ! quickly come and past 
To bridge and wall the crowd like billows drain, 
And all their myriad eyes are fix^d along the Seine. 
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XXX. 

The flourish swells again. The Louvre arch 
Poun out im instant flood of sight and sound. 
Dense as a wall the steePd cuirassiers march, 
With dash, and clang, and charger's mettled bound. 
And leader's cries, as squadroned, wheeling round 
Successive from the porte, thej meet the g^aire 
Blazed back from helm and mail. Yet a& aie datomai^d 
In the wild, sudden shout that rends the air. 
As on his barb reins out the royal mousquetaire. 

XXXI. 

^Tis the hearths shout. The vilest of the vile 
By instinct bow before the virtuous brave ; 
Nature, however sunk, is nature still ; 
yice may debase, but cannot all deprave. 
The spirit never knows that final grave. 
In Heaven'^s long-sufiering given, a spark of shame 
Keeps sense ahve and stinging in the slave ; 
Beady to light the heart with sudden flame. 
Perhaps, in higher worlds to dear its dark-dyed frame. 
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It was a dreary hour ; that deep midniglit, 
Which saw those warriors to their chargers tfjpaing. 
And, sadly gathering by the torch's light, 
Draw up their squadrons to receive their king : 
Then, thro' the streets,'long, silent, slumbering, 
Move like some secret noble funeral; 
Each forced in turn to feel his bosom wring, 
As in the gleam shone out his own proud hall, 
His own no more; no more ! — he had abandoned all ! 

XXXIII. 
And when, thro' many a league of chase and toil^ 
With panting steed, red spur, and sheathless sword. 
At last they reach'd the stranger's sheltering soil ; 
They saw their country, where they saw its lord. 
All ruin'd now, they fenc'd his couch and board. 
But with still hiunbler head, and lower knee ; 
And soom'd the tauntings of the rebel horde ; 
Nay, in the hour that seal'd the base decree 
Of exile, pledged thdr faith in proud festivity. 
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XXXIV. 

I love not war, too oft the mere, mad game 
That tyrants play to keep themselves awake. 
But 'tis not war — ^it earns a nobler name— 
YSThen men gird on the sword for conscience' sake. 
When country, king, faith, freedom are. the stake. 
And my eye would have left earth's gaudiest show. 
To see those men at their poor banquet take 
The sword, and, mid the song and cup's gay flow. 
Swear on it, for their prince to live— or to lie low. 

XXXV, 

Yet they were happier in that foreign soil, 
The exile's home, perhaps to be his grave ; — 
Than those who came to revel in their spoil. 
The feast was over in the bandit's cave, 
The first, hot, wild excess had ceas'd to rave ; — 
And now 'twas hush'd debate and jealous fear ; 
The ruffian's hand, the ruffian's heart misgave ; 
And crowded close, with sword half drawn, quick ear. 
They seemed the yet unsummon'd steps of wrath to hear. 
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XXXVI. 

Why, ^twere a lesson worth an age of man. 

To look upon that council chill and late— 

The grand Impostor, now with conscience wan, 

Waiting his own, who fix'*d an empire^s fate ; 

One of the crew, for terror knows not state. 

Round him of glaring visages a doud. 

Like naked passions, shame, ire, horror, hate ; 

Each taunting each, all on their tempter loud, 

All seeing in their steps the dungeon and the shroud. 

XXXVII. 

The rebel sank to chains : the violet-— 
How could its humble sweetness catch that eye ! 
Soon witherM, in the bravo^s hearths blood wet. 
That but refreshed the AlUon rose's die. 
^nd now the Household march with gaze and cry 
Of the same thousands who had bade them bleed ; 
Gallant and young, a glittering chivalry, 
As ever in the tourney broke a reed. 
Or thro* the fight hi^ spurred the springing Arab steed. 

D 
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^ XXXVIII. 

Of gold the sculptured helm ; the harnessed rest 
Crimson and gold ; the cuirass golden barrM ; 
Of gold the sun that blazed upon its breast; 
Of gold the spur, the bit, the sabre guard ; 
The velvet housiiig, crimson, golden starred; 
Of gold the frontlet of the white-shelled rein; 
Broad bossed with -gold the holster-skin of pard ; 
Of gold, the knofts on chest, and croup, and mane; 
T!hikj pass Uke fcmns of dreams, not things of this Terrene. 

XXXIX. 

The pomp has deepened. Thro' the Louvre^arch 
Swdls out the horse and foot-s unwearied tide ; y 
A sheet of steel the close4oGked column^s march. 
Waving, as jdants the mass its solid stride ; 
A following cloud, the squadron^s phune of pride 
Floating above^-^But soon and stdteli^ bound 
A troop, to whiHn, as down the lines they ride, 
The deep drams toll, the standards sCodp pmfound, 
The sinking jmisquets gi^ the clash^l, isaltUiDg 4K>tt]»t. 
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3v, Lj» 

^Tis the king^s trdcp !«^tiie brid^^ the roof, the waU, ' 
Are lined liith^faees .struggling for the show* 
The pageant ctMe^ v-^mcapp^d and hushed are all ; 
It comes, with many a pause, eKpaading slow 
In splendour, like the summer^s showery bow; 
A press of hoi^se and herald, lance and vane. 
And page^ pfled in gold and scarlet-glow 
On cy^<rt roofs, and- barbs with ribbon^ mane^ 
And ohiefs hdt spoiling round, with star, and staff, and chain. 

XLI. 
Ma^hal and diike^ in iknk, and fix)nt, and reari 
An inner cohoi^ guard the Sovereign, 
And that fair, jeweH^ form-*4us daughter d^ar. 
Stately the monah;h bows; and whei^ die train 
Halt for the ttioni^t, bursts the shout again, • 
And swell the trumpets lifted to the dcy. ; • - 
They move, — ^and Mill aaiile the slioUt and atraitty . . 
And all altmg their march is ear and ejna^ . ' ,. 

Till in th<^ Abbejr's p6rdi the last deep concords, die. ; . ; 
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XLII. 

The pile is full ; and ob, what splendors there 
Rush, in thick tumult, on the entering eye ! 
The Grothic shapes, fantastic, yet austere ; 
The altar^s crown of seraph imagery ; 
Champion and king that on their tombstones lie, 
Now clustered deep with beauty^s living bloom ; 
And glanced from shadowy stall and alcove high. 
Like new-bom light, through that mysterious gloom. 
The gleam of warrior steel, the toss oi warrior plume. 

XLIII. 

The organ peals ; at once, as some vast wave, , 
Bend to the earth the mighty multitude, 
Silent^as those pale emblems of the grave 
In monumental marble round them strewed. 
Low at the altar, forms in cope and hood 
Superb with gold-wrought cross and diamond twine. 
As in the pile-*^one with life endued. 
Toss their untiring censers round the shrine, 
liVliere on her throne of clouds the Vir^n sits divine. 
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XLIV. 
But, only kindred faith can fitly tell 
Of the high ritual at that altar done, 
When clash'^d the arms and rose the chorus-swell. 
Then sank, — as if beneath the grave 'twere gone ; 
Till broke the spell the mitred abbot's tone. 
Deep, touching, solemn, as he stood in prayer, 
A saintly form upon its topmost stone. 
And raised, with heavenward look, the Host in air. 
And blessed the prince and people kneeling humbled there. 

XLV, 

Gorgeous !— but love I not such pomp of prayer ; 
111 bends the heart 'mid mortal luxury. 
Rather let me the meek devotion share. 
Where, in their silent glens and thickets high, 
England^ thy lone and lowly chapels he. 
The spotless table*by the eastern wall. 
The marble, rudely traced with names gone by. 
The pale-eyed pastor's simple, fervent call ; 
Those deeper wake the heart, where heart is all in all. 
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XLVI. 

Vain the world's grandeur to that haUowM roof 
Where sate our fathers many a gentle year ; 
All round us m^nory ; at our feet the proof. 
How deep the grave holds all we treasure here : 
Nay, where we bend, still trembliiig on our ear 
The voice whose parting xent lifers loveUefit ties ; 
And who demands \xs all, heart, thought, tear, prayed? 
Ev'n He who saith " Mercy, not sddrifice,^- 
Cares He for mortal pomp, wb<^ footstool is the skies 1 

:kjlyii. 

If pride be evil ; — if the holiest sighs 
Must come froni humblest hearts, if man must turn 
Full on his wreck of nature to be wise ; — ' 
If there be blessedness for those who moiim ;-^ 
What speak the purple gauds that round us bum ? 
Ask of that kneeling crowd whose glances stray 
So restless round on altar, vestment, urn ; 
Can guilt weep there ? can mild repentance pray ? 
Ask, when this momenf s*past, how runs their sabbath d^ ! 
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XLVIII. 

Their sabbath day ! Alas ! to Fjrance that day 
Cornea not ; she has a time of looser, dress, 
A time of thicker crowded bidl and playi 
A time qf folly^s hotter, ranker press ; 
She knoweth not its hallowed ha^pin^ss, 
Its eve of gathered hearts md gentle chc^. 
Paris 1. how many an, outqa^t might confess 
Her heartV first dazzling ia its. guUty .glare ! 
WhfU suth yon melimcfaoly Moi^g^ ?«^the victim's there ! 

xjLix. 

TSft ofiea Ir^Neveif £uk its si^g^t of ^woej^ T, 
And crowds are rushing to that feaHul da^^ 
And crowds are scattering puty nibdued and «low; 
They've i^n^r—to what complexion lijk pay. come, 
^is narrow as the jgrave, a hoju^ c^-^ooia: I 

And Oft the wall,, with ouze and Uood lofag dy^ 
Are hung a ggangledjEofad^ a brd&en plusie, 

Drop^og,, as; fieshndslwn £roia ^the mec tid^ 

Asi4 (aoM- bendEtth them lic^h-^the lost i-*-the suicide I 
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L. 

A few rude boards are now her beauty^s bed ; 
Her still and roseless cheek has now no veil 
But one long, dripping lock across it shed ; 
Yet'her wide eye looks living. Oh ! the tale 
Told there— -of reason that began to fail, 
Of wild remorse, of the last agony, 
When wandering, desperate, in the ipidnight gale. 
She flung to sightless heaven her parting cry. 
Then in the dark wave plunged, to struggle and to die* 

LI. 

The crowd pass on. The hurried, trembling look. 
That dreaded to have'seen'some dear one there, 
Soon glanced^ they silent pass. But in yon nook, 
Who kneels, deep shrinking from the oriePs glare. 
Her forehead veil'd, her lip in quivering prayer. 
Her raised hands with the unfelt rosary wound ? 
That shrouded,— silent--<-statue of despair 
Is she who through the world^s delusive round 
Had sought her erring child, and founds and there had found ! 
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LII. 

The mass is closing. — Hark ! the harmony 
That from the altar with its incense soars, 
Then seems to vanish in the opening sky, 
Bearing the vow an humbled people pours. 
Fair Angouleme ! that tear of thine implores 
Pardon for France. But on those orbs of blue 
Comes there no tear for thoughts the grave restores ?* 
Thy gentle cheek has lost at once its hue ; 
Yes, forms of grief and love are riringon thy view. 

LIII. 

Daughter of France ! in what empurpled bowV 
Passed thy young loveliness the sunny hour ? — 
Her sun was dim. The prison was the clime 
That struck upon the royal infant'^s prime. 
Her joys, to watch the centinePs dull round, 
Till her ear sicken'*d at the weary soimd ; • 
To count, yet care not for the hour's slow wheel. 
As coie on whom the grave had set its seal ; 
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To pine upon her pillow for the day. 
Yet, seen, to wish its cheerless beam' away i 
Then, tremble as drew on the tedious nighty 
And feel as life was parting with the li^t;«^ 
Then — to her coudh, to weep and watch for mortx 
To shew her she was living— and forlorn ! 

. ■'   ' > 

^e had ccnnpanioiis. Deeper, misery ! • 
All whom she Idved on earth wq:e tb^r^rH^ i^e J 
And they must, perish from hj^^-^>n^ by otie*- ^ 
And her soul bleed with each, till all were gon«. 
This is the woe of woes, the; sting of fate. 
To see our Ijttle world grow desolate— ' 
The few on ^Pirhom the very spul reclin'd. 
Sink from the eye, tuad feel we atay behind.;—- 
Life, to the farthest; glanc^^ adesert road,. 
Dark, fearful, weary— yet that must be trod. 

' *  # .   * 

Daughter of fraiKsel did not smh puigs €omprescs 
Thy heart in its last, utter loneUn^ ? 



• r 
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Didst thou not droop thy head upon thy h»nd. 
Then, starting, think that time was at a stand, 
And find its flight but by the thicker glocHn 
That dimmed thy solitary dungeon-room? 
Didst thou not gaze upon thy glimpse of sky, 
And long to bid the last, best hour be nigh? 
Or melted even by that Qioment^s view, . 
Stoop to the wcnrld again, and think, how blue^ 
How bright to thousands spread its canopy ; 
How many a joyou^ heart and laughing eye. 
Buoyant with hfe and hppe, and free,— oh, free !— - 
Bask'd in the brightness thou shouldst never see? 
Her world was past; her hours, or few or more, 
Left her bound, wretched— all she was before ! 
This, this is misery— the headsman'^s steel 
Strikes, and we perish— but we cease to feeL 

LIV. 
The Temple tower is fallen ; yet still the grot 
Lives in pale mockery of the woeful ^t ; 
The weedy walk still b(»xlers the parterre, 
A few wild shrubs chok'd in the heavy air ; 
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And, helped by some rude tracery on the green. 
The eye may image where the pile has been : 
But all is past, — trench, buttress, bustling guard, — 
For silence, ruin, and the pale, dead sward. 
Heaven ! what wild weight of suffering was prest 
In this close den, this grave in all but rest ! 
What hope, fear, agony the high hearts thrill-d. 
That mercy, though "'twas blood, so quickly stilled ; 
And what high hearts that fiery circle ran. 
And what fiends urged them, in the shape of man I 
I trod the ground with reverence, for that ground 
Was holy to my tread ; its dungeon-bound, 
Dear as the spot where blood and ashes tell 
That there the mart3rr closed his triumph well ; 
The torture's tools even hallowed — ^brand and stake. 
Scourge, fetter-^^-sall, all relics for his sake. 
Even on that weedy path had moved the train 

Who never move to human eyes again. 
Sad Antoinette ! Alas ! her morning star 
Was set, and all its worshippers were far. 
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She had no sphere to lighten now ; that waS 
Enclosed her palace, kingdom, world— -her all I 
Yet, to the Jast, her glance was majesty. 
Or dimmed but when it met her partner^s eye ;^» 
And learned its pjEitience of the eye that met 
The chain, the dungeon, death, as nature^s debt ; 
No murmur on the monarch'^s lip, in heaven 
ITie heart, the world forgotten and for^ven. 
And there their infants clung, subdued and nigh ; 
There followed the meek saster, fix'^d to die. 
It was a walk of woe. By spy and guard 
The converse of the pining heart debarr'^d ; 
Forced to hear taunts that shocked the piu-er ear, 
And while they wrung their souls, not seem to hear ; 
Longing to lay down Ufe, ytt driven to wm. 
For their unconscious babes, the men of sin ; — 
Till the bell toll'd, and some grim centinel 
Blocked up their path, and turned them to their cell. 

Yet bours were spent within that fearful pile, 
When the lip wore the sainted spirit^s smile ; 
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When bodks^ tod'sndi Ught toSl as smooths away, 

If aught can smodth, the lingering prison day : 

And more, that holy unity o£ heart 

That-smiPd together^ oiily wept apart; 

Peace, prayer, and heaven, thar gentle hearts enwore^ 

Dungeons themsetres but piinisters of love ! 

Their days were number**!!, and the gravels dark stone 

Soon chilled tlieir agonies ; — one, orphaned one !' 

Left h^re to weep :«:— no f-^ieft to wait the time 

Destined to ^ve then! the revenge sublime; 

Destined to bid th^ir child, ff eir hercnne, bear 

A nation^s sorrows to thar sepukhie^ 

LV. 
*Tis Noon : the flags ding close on roof and spite. 
The siin bun\s fierce, a ball of living fire ; 
The sky is blue— -fleep, beautifully blue : 
Here rise no sulphurdus smokes to shroiid its hue ; 
No leagues of pestilence, that still and forge, 
To blot out heaven and poison earth, disgorge. 
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Now ccHiies the idlar's hour. Tke b^gar-baid 
Takes his old quarters on die Botd^aid;^ 
Beneadi the trees the Conjuror spreads his tools; 
The Quack harai^es his group of grayer fbcJa 
In lofty lies, um-uffled by the jar 
Thrummed from his neighbour Savoy aid'^s guitar; 
Veiled ^ginsbtiom, like Biani in a Inist i 
Plnioek^^rs sh6 w mites ; sbe-tumblers twist ; 
Each the fix^d genius of some favourite tree. 
Dryads and fauns of Gatlic minstrelsy. 
In double gkxries now, th6 broad Marchande, 
Fire-eyed, her skin by Oascon sumikiars tanned. 
Red as the kerchief round her coal-black hair. 
Lays out her tempting tmys of rich and rare. 
Resistless ruby bands, detidous rings, . ^ 
In genuiti^ pAste ; the true wax coral strings, 
Minglmgwith wonders of prpfounder art, > 
Woman^s dear hdlps to mystify the heart ; 
Crisp auburn Guris,«^to hide th^ obtrusive gray ; 
That stubbomtkiae, which yet will midce it9 wqr ; . . 
Glass eyes, mouse eyebrowii, teeth l&e«t^s of .fisiow,: 
Griniung in grim good humour row by row. 
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Secrets so stiffly kept from upper air. 
Yet here let loose, the sex'^s whole repair ; 
And here, in all the splendors of placard, 
Beaiity^s last poUshers, the rouge and fard! 
Mysterious things ! that, like the tricks of dreams^ 
Make what is seem not, while what is not, seems ; 
Deep witcheries ! whose absence makes the fiigfat^ 
Raising their ghosts at mom, their nymphs at night— 
Soft potions ! ministered with softest skill, — 
Yet used with desperate intent — ^to kill ; 
Obedient charms ! that many a charming maid 
Summons loag after all the rest are laid i 

The air grows furnace-hot; flag, awning, screen> 
Peep endless from those lovely lines of green;- 
Yet Autumn has been there ;«*the russet tinge^ 
Deep purples, pearly grays the poplars fringe ; 
And ever, in the distance some proud tower 
Looks out in feudal beauty from its bower. 
All a strange, mirthful, melancholy show; 
Stately decay above, wild life below ! , 



THE ,BOULEVARD. 49 



This is no citty^-scene. The tree, the tent, 
The small, bright flags that break the linens extent ; 
The girns defiling down the central road, 
The escort round the halted convoy strow'd. 
The courier Cossack rushing in career 
With low Jbent head, slack rein, aiid levelled spear. 
The clang within the lines, the measured tramp, 
The mime and minstrel sounds, — ^is this a camp ? 
And this a hurrying army, that have made 
Their forest-halt till noon's high blaze is staid ? 
To move with eye, to see the twilight'^s gray. 
Float on their banners many a league away? 
At morn to spring to a^ms, at noon — be laid 
Silent and pale — nor care for sun or shade ? 
It is a camp ; a matchless host ; — the breeze 
That lets in sunlight through the heaving trees. 
Flings into sudden splendor form and plume. 
Like visions, flashing bright, then past to gloom ;— 
Perpetual blaze of gem and steel and gold ; 
Russ helm, Hungarian mande's broidered fold, 
Green Tartar-turban, Georgian orange shawl 
Q^er silver mail ; deep sables of Ural ; 
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Broad boflonui oonleted with cross and star; 
Dark, haughty faces bronzed with glorious war. 
Champions, that eadi a battlers strength has stood. 
Chief caterers of the vulture^s fearful food ; 
Now mingled, — mighty with one triumph more. 
Greatest and last,-*£arth''s day of war is o^er ! 

LVI. 

A distant bell has toU'^d,— the wanderers well 
Know in its heavy dang the palace bell ; 
And each puts on his speed, and many a stride 
Has passed its courts before the sound has died. 
The gates stand closed ; the Swiss, a thing of state. 
Poising his key as if the key of fate. 
Smiles, soothes, impartial deals his soft survey 
To the proud stragglers whom he keeps at bay $ 
.The answering smile, bribe, menace tried in vain. 
An entrance from his weaker man to gain. 
The signal ccnnes at last. The portals all 
Are instant open, instant filled the hall; 
Winding, a long, bright cdumn, up the stair. 
On press its plumaged host of brave and fair. 
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With many a wcmdering glance^ and voice of mirtli. 
But France ! thou guiltiest of the ^ilty earth, 
Why lives in all thy scenes <rf great or gay 
Something that makes the spirit turn away, 
Some traiterous taint, some odo^r of the vault, 
Scarce to be thought on, ne'er to he forgot ? 
If man would worship murder, man might fall 
At murder^s darkest shrine in that high halL' 

Broad day, — ^the nation gazing on the deed,— 
A righteous king unthron'd — ^tom out — to bleed 1 
His band in blood above, his gallant band. 
That stair their fort, their field, their last sad stand. 
Then roffd the crowd— no press of holiday ; ' 

'Twas steel to steel, to musquet musquefs play ; 
Then there were sparklings through the balustrade— 
'Twas the sword shivering on the bayohet blade ; 
Up to the roof 'twas cloud,— a mass of night. 
The volley^s livid burst the only light ; 
Scarce known where man was gorging u|)oil man, 
But by the dots that down its sculptures ran, 

E 2 
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Or the lopped head that by the gcfry hair 
High whirPd, shot like a meteor down the stair. 
Or the torn wretch who, gashed too deep to fly. 
Dragged to the porch his mangled limbs to die. 
The roar went on above. Vile, noble trunk 
On that red spot in thick communion sunk ; 
The glorious dead, the guilty in one gore^ 
They met in madness, and they part no more. 

^Tis past, or past to those who now spread on 

Sportive, through chambers thick with couch and throne ; 

Large, lofty, gorgeous, all that meets the eye 

Strong with the stamp of ancient majesty ; 

The impress which so undefined, yet clear. 

Tells that the former Mighty have been there. 

All looking hoary pomp ; the walls rich scroll^d^ 

The roof high flourish^, arras stiff with gold. 

In many a burning hue and broad festoon 

Wreathing those casements, blazoned now with noon; 

The marble tablets on their silver daws, 

Loaded with nymph, and grace, and pix, and vase ; 
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Beside the mirror foot, tlie Indian screen 
Dazzling the eye with dragons red and green : 
The mighty mirror, brightning, doubling all, 
In its deep crystal ht an endless halL 

The rout a moment paused, gave glance and smile, 

Then scattered on to wonder through the pile ; 

Yfet there was beauty in the very Ught 

That through the chamber rolPd its gush of white. 

And one paused there, half-sense, half-soul his gaze. 

Tranced by the l»right creations of the blaze. 

It stoops, a pyramid of fire,— the floor 

Gleams like a shifting bed of molten ore ; 

It strikes the antique mail, the mail returns 

A sanguiiie flame ; the vase in jasper bums ; 

The deep-nidi^d statue in that lustre thrown 

Gleams as the light were flashing from the stone ; 

The altar curtain droops, a pale, proud fold, 

^is touched-— ^tis living purple, imaged gold. 

A massive porte rolls back ; the walls, thick starred 
With pike and pistol, tell the hall of guard. 
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War all its emblems, from the gloomy roof 

Girt with its bold, black forms in knightly fHXX)f, 

Down to the floor, where by his bright stockade 

Paces the mousquetaire in slow parade. 

But man may be the sterner emblem still ; 

Marshal and prince around the canvass fill ; 

War^s thunderbolts ! their track was blood and flame, '^ 

They blazed and sank— 4:h^ country^s boast and shAne, 

The heart turns from them ; hke the desert Mast, 

They rose to slay, they dew, and tl^ey are pat(t 

And treachery has been here. There hongs' a pall - 

For ever on the Marshals'* pofmpous hall; 

• ... • ••- 

LVII. 

The crowd have scattered far,— a distant room 

Has checks their laughter ; swifl and hudi-d they come. 

What holds the wonderers now ? A c^opy, ^ 

Topped with a mouldering jdume, a golden bee 

Half from its curtain^s faded crimson' torn, 

A cypher deep defaced, a wreath forlorn, — 

They gaze but on a chair. — Yet lo ! the throne 

Of conquest, crime, despairs—Napoleon ! 
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Thb was Earth^s heart ! when here the sceptre strook, 

Through all her realms the keen vibration shook. 

The murmur here — swelled forth an oracle, 

And nations heard it in its wrath, and felL 

Here stamped the foot,-~and bursting up Uke flame, 

The crown-givers, the eagle l^ons came. 

There was a darkness on it ; woe to eje 

That dared to pierce the evil sanctuary ! 

Prowess and pomp were there ; the gloomy spear 

Waved in incessant drcuit; prince and peer 

Bowing thdx haughty foreheads helm'^d and crowned, 

Himg hke a fiery doud the throne around. 

It had a mightier guard, — that doud within. 

Sate Guilt that chilled the heart, substantial Bin ; 

And man had bled, and diadems been riven, 

Till tertor saw it delegate of heaven. 

Judgment must strike, but mortal hearts were wan 

Before the form, the jnan, if that were man ! 

Is there not.one— a being from his height 
Of glory faU^D, a shape of burning might. 
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A rtiin'd grandeur, angel beauty marrM, 
On his trench'd brow the early crown unstarr^d ? 
Condemn''d thro' earth on restless wing to range. 
His joy, his agony, revenge, revenge : 
And has he not the passing power to dart. 
Supernal vigour through tfie traitor's heart ? 
Seduce the weak before him, bend the high, 
'Till the world owns its present Deity ? 

The Tyrant's peace was fearful. Fatal guile 
Entombed the slaves who trusted to his smile. 
But when he scorned the mask, and shouted war. 
And here linroll'd the banner of the star;^® 
\\'ho slumber'd then ? — what land but fix'd its eye 
For omens on the eagle's augury ? 
The ancient empires shook. The mighty North 
Sent her reluctant suppliants hvirrying forth ; 
The South gave up her gold. The Ottoman 
Cower'd to a haughtier sultan's dark divan. 
And he, the Master, sate beneath that plume, 
And kings stood here; nay trembling, in this room; 
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His vassals, — ^wither'd in his evil blaze ; 
And now the meanest hind may scoff and gaze! 

The final vengeance came ! but sent by whom ? 
Was it in man to burst this den, this tomb ! 
Lives there the human heart that dared to hope 
To stand in scorn beneath this chamel cope? 

« 

'Twas as if heav'n would bare to human eyes 
Its empire o'er its own fierce agencies. 
As if the tempest-cloud had oped its gorge. 
To shew the secrets of the thunder's forge. 
As if some final shock had drank the wave 
That rolls in gloom o'er ocean's central cave ; 
Stripping to man its bosom, boundless vale 
Qf wreck and buried wealth, and corpses pale ; 
The world of storms, the great life-swallower nude; 
All one wild waste— death, silence, solitude! 

Stranger and enemy are round that chair ; 
But are no sterna shapes of friendship there ? 
No haughty firowns, bold tauntings, bitter sighs. 
No pangs our nature knows not, till it dies ? 
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Graze ye not here, who, freezing in your gore^ 
Made the drear halt on Berezyna^s shore ; 
And heard the Tartarus shout, and rushing wave, 
Mark, through the dusk, the limits of your grave^ 
And felt the polar night your gashes sear. 
And died in torture, but to fix him here ? 
And ye ! the plumed and trampling chivalry. 
Who rode on Leipsic^s plain of death to die ; 
And met the German sword, and fiery shower, 
To save him for another, fiercer hour i 
It came ; — ^ye last, consummate sacrifice ! 
Wing ye not here in deeper agonies ? . 
Ye, round whose hearts still hangs the clotted blood. 
Whose flesh is'still the Flemish raven'^s food ; 
Rolls not upon the wind your countless train, 
With cloudier visages of shame and pain ? 
Yet in the field ye fell. Ne'er battle soil 
Such booty bore, where corpses were the spoil. 
And he, for whom ye bled, on whom your eye 
Tum'^d in its dimness, dared do all but die ! 
Ye massacred ! behold the prize ye won ; 
The throne, and him who sat upon that throne. 
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The heavens were ^ck of crime, — the endless stri& 
Where black ambition flung its stake of life. 
The trial came. — On rushed, with shout and ban, 
The rebel hosts, their Idol in the van ; 
Strength of their heart, and wonder of their eye ; 
Illusive glory, for his hour was nigh. 
Their rites of blood arose. In vain the name * 
Of their dark Baal echoed. Evening came. — 
Then the true thunders roll'^d. Their livid gaze 
Saw the horizon one advancing blaze ; 
They saw it smite their Idol on his throne ; 
And he was smote, — ^pomp, art, illusion gone. 
Then died his worshippers. The jealous steel 
Raged through their quivering ranks with faithful zeaL 
The sacrifice was done ! and on its wing 
The earth sent up the shout of thanks^ving. 

"* I Kings, chap. 18* 
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Note 1^ page 3, line I. 
' Tis daxvn upon Mont Marire* 
The view from this hill towards Paris is extensive^ and seen 
under the morning and evening lights offers some picturesque 
features. At early morn, Paris, free from smoke, and built 
of rude white stone, looks like an immense crystallization ia 
the centre of a crater of verdure. St. Cloud, Sevres, Meudon, 
and some more nameless villages, beginning from the right 
reach nearly round the city on the edge of the cup. In August 
1815, Mont Martre was fortified, and a British post. Mont 
Valerien, oh which stands what was once a convent, the Inva- 
lides, formerly the chief place of the military department^ the 
Pantheon in which the Theophilanthropists held their festivalSy 
and St. Denis, the burial place of the royal family, which had 
been polluted, lie among the most prominent objects in its view. 

Note 2, page 5, line last. 
The Victory of Victories, 
The battle of Waterloo has been called^ on high poetic autho- 
rity, another Canne. It was so> just as much as England was. 
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on the pure authority of the men of blood in France, another 
Carthage ; and just as much as the British soldiery were a 
band of desperate and half savage mercenaries, and the Duke 
of Wellington a crafty and cruel slave of a sanguinary power, 
engaged in a war of ambition, and resolved on nothing short 
of the total ruin of its rival. History will probably judge other* 
wise, and the name of the soldiers of Waterloo and their leader 
be appealed to from generation to generation, whenever men are 
to be awakened to great actions by the memory of the most 
' gallant and the most generous of patriots and of warriors. 

To those who may, like the writer, incline to think that a 
more glorious age is about to rise upon the world, and that 
Waterloo was the thunderstorm w£ich was to give the last 
clearing to the air before' that perfect vision, it assumes a loftier 
character than its mortal triumph. It seems to bear the fea<r 
fttiea of a grand, immediate interposition of a superior power. 
Wfaare, to effect a great purpose, a number of accidents seem 
to be forced together, we naturally believe in the control of a 
higher hand -, where those accidents, in the first instance, thwart 
all our aspirations, and yet are eventually seen to hare ^vanced 
us to a more complete success than all our aspirations dared to 
dream, the conjecture becomes almost conviction. Tlie finai 
overthrow of the French empire, which was atheistic, jacobin;, 
and revolutionary to its latest hour ; and the utter disgrace p£ 
Napoleon, the concentrated spirit of the revolution, were at 
leiast the results of the battle of Waterloo. They may appear 
to have been its providential objects. Had human judgments 
been previously consulted they would probably have drawn a 
different plan of the battle. The Prussians would have at once 
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jeiaed th.e British^ and swept the enemy before them ; or the 
British would have been in force enough to have driven in the 
JEVench early in the day ; or Napoleon would have fallen or been 
taken prisoner. But the battle was not to be so fought^ to be 
mo6t fatal to the atheistic power. If the French had been 
beaten in the broad day, they might have rallied^ or retired be- 
fore superiority of force, or in the last event have been madepri* 

iSoners in masses. But the conflict held on bloody and disastrous^ 

* 

till the moment when they could neither escape nor conquer. 
Retreating an hour before nightfall, they might have been 
spived $ fighting an hour after it, they might have had the night 
for retreat. But they broke on the edge of darkness. The 
JVussians came up, retarded during the day, to be unfatigued 
by battle* and fresh for pursuit. The night was made for re- 
mediless slaughter. '* Thou moon, in the valley of Aia^oal" 
The distribution of the triumph was juc/icta/* England had seen 
in France only an envenomed enemy, Prussia had felt in her a 
remorseless oppressor > England had suffered no serious inflic- 
tion, Prussia had been steeped to the lips in suffering; and to 
England on this memorable day was given the glory, and to 
'Prussia the revenge. 

If Napoleon had been killed or wounded, or made prisoner, 
or borne from the field in the backward rushing of his army, 
tiiere might 'have been some reserve of fiame for him. But a 
stronger will determined that he should be saved for immortal 
and cureless shame ^ that he should be seen a coward, and ready 
fugitive ; that no question should be left to the world of his 
^logeetness of soul, and that he should be reserved to be shown 
m It uonater to an English rabble, and yet survive ! 

F 
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.If the French army^ the authors of so modi watieirf i0 
Europe^ were to have been finally punidied^ it was done by ^ 
battle of Waterloo. For the first time sinee the accessiofi of 
Napoleon^ their force was exclusively French; and it was 
trampled like a mire of blood. There has been no instance for 
those thousand years of such total destruction of an army. The 
. flower of France^ and the leading strength of the rebdlion. Was 
the imperial guard. It was reserved for the last and mo$t 
domplete sacrifice of the day. 

If this battle had been intended to raise the military fame of 
England to its highest rank, its purpose was done. Twent]^ 
five thousand Englishmen^ more encumbered than assisted by 
their young auxiliaries, fought three times their number of the 
most experienced troops of the worlds displayed an unriTalled 
strength of passive fortitude during a day of furious assaoha^ 
and, when they were at length let loose, rushed upon the enemy, 
like lions upon a sheepfold. 

Note 3, page 19, line 2. 
TheAbbaye. 

The Abbaye is now a military prison, and on the day alluded 
to, its windows exhibited a number of its detenus gazing: at a 
Savoyard and his equipage of mummery in the court-yard. 

The massacres, of September 1792 were the calm and formal 
work of the completed government of the mob. Th&'< sove- 
reign people" had already lain down tired virith riot, but tiiey 
had delegated, by the regular course of revolution, their hatchet 
^d their passion for blood to men, who won them, also aooordtag 
to revoluticHij by the loftiest character £or barbarity and 
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In Paris there were many noble/ and many wealthy^ even 
after the lOth of August. This .offeHceto the equality of humafi 
nature was to he removed. The harriers were closed -, domici- 
liary visits were mode ; and every man on whom suspicion of 
honors or loyalty^ or opulence fell^ was thrown into prison in 
the course of a few days. The next step was not less the 
natural procedure of the populace in power. The prisons 
were to he cleared. Danton and Rohespierre assembled a 
crowd of undeitiable patriots in front of the town-hall on ^ 
morning of the second of September^ gave them hrandy and 
assignats^ told them of the immortal rewards of vigorous "pt^ 
triotiusm^ and sent them to <;ut the prisoners' throats. Before 
evening, the '^ peuple magnanime & hon" as they were entitled 
in- the inaugural speech^ had murdered 210 ecclesiastics at the 
ix>nvent of the Carmes^ without trial or enquiry. The execu* 
Hon then went on in eight prisons at once ; it continued in 
them till they were all cleared; it was not concluded before 
eight days, and was computed to have consumed nearly 8000 
lives. 

Dr. Moore^ who happened to be near one of the prisons, thus 
gives us the sentiments of a Briti8li jfhUosophe, not 3ret Ac* 
roughly fleshed^ on the summary justice of the ^' sovereign.** 

JRari$,8qftember^^ SmthetfienMrnm^^ 

^* The most e^ocking crimes are at this moment per|ietratiig 
at the prison of the Abbaye^ hard by the hotel in which I now 
write. A thing unequalled in the annals of wickedness ! The 
mob !-<-4ihey call them the people here 5 but they deserve no 
name by which any 4Mng which has Hie least r^ation to human 
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ofttore can be signified. — ^A set of monsters have bn^MH into 
the Abbaye^ and are massacring the prisoners. — 

'' They have been at this shocking work several hours. — ^The 
Afa^ye is quite full of prisoners 3 besides those that were sent 
there before^ great numbers have been sent since the 10th d 
August ; many on slight suspicions ; many poor priests on no 
particular accusation, but itoerely because tney are priests ^ 
many citizens, as I have been assured, have been arrested of 
late> and sent there from the private hatred and revenge of 
9ome of the individuals belonging to the commune of Paris. 
They are making an undistinguished massacre of all / Is this 
the work of a furious and deluded mob ? How come the citia 
xens of this populous metropolis to remain passive spectators of 
00 dreadful an outrage ? Is it possible that this is the acccmi* 
plishment of a plan concerted two or three weeks ago ? That 
those arbitrary arrests were ordered with this view ? 

^^ It is now past twelve at night, and the bloody work still 
go€s on ! Almighty Gbd ! ' 
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*^ The same horrid scenes which began yesterday afternoon 
are stiH continuing at the Abbaye, are extended to the La 
'Force, the Conciergerie, all the prisons of Paris, and even the 
Blcetrcj which is a league out of town !" Moore's JowmaL 

: From these sacrifices of popular justice there werr a ^em 
l^pridons: cjiceptions. . The Chevalier St. Meaid has iell'^ 
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short narrative of his peril under the title of ** Mon agoni^ de' 
trente six heures.** The tract is curious. He preserved a re* 
gular chronology of his terrors. 

A div hewres, 

'' L*abh6 L*£nfant, confesseur du roi, & rabb6 de Chapt-de« 
Itastignac parurent dans la tribune de la chapelle qui nous 
servait de prison. lis nous annoncerent que notre demiere 
beure approchait^ & nous inviterent de nous recueillir pour re-' 
Qevoir leur benediction. Une mouvement electrique nous pre- 
clpita tous a genoux, & les mains jointes^ nous la regumes. 
Tout repandait sur cette ceremonie une teinte auguste & luga- 
bre^ elle nous rapprochait de la divinit6 ! Une demi-heure apres> 
ces deux pr^tres furent massacres^ et nous entendimes leurs 
cris!" 

The " Dernier crise de mon agonie," gives the aspect of the 
tribunal. 

^' A la lueur de deux torches, j'apper^us le terrible tribunal^ 
qui allait me donner ou la vie ou la mort. Le president en 
habit gris, sabre a son cot6, etait appjiye debout centre une 
table^ sur laquelle on voyait des papiers, une ecritoire, des pipes> 
& quelques bouteiUes. Cette table etait entour6e par dix per- 
sonnes, assises au debout^ dont deux etuent en veste & en 
tablierj d*autres dormaient etendus sur des bancs. En pre- 
sence du president deux hommes tenaient un prisonnier qui 
paraissait ag6 de 60 ans, ******** Je le vis massacrer par 
rottvcrture de la porte du guichet. ********* Jelevaila 
yeux> & j*apper9us plusieurs tetes group6es contre les barreaux 
du soupirail du guichet.'* ******* 
L The dievalier escaped by accident; he was conveyed out 
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over palpitating bodies^ and with peculiar iMMion ; the mofo^ who 
were regularly mangling away, stopped in their vocation^ and 
took off their hats in honour of ** innocence and the laws !" 
He was embraced with rapture by those sensitive beings, who 
then put on their hats and turned with a pure spirit to miiAler 
as before. His escort home were three assassins, who Wik 
brandy in preference to money ; and after much French foodr 
ling, returned '* ^ leur poste." 

It becomes interesting to look at the first movements of « 

man who had been so long held over the veige of the grave 

with all the keenness of full recollection and sensitive vigorous 

life about him. His '^ thirty-six hours of agony'* left him un 

Tran^aii after all. A man of another country might have rushed 

away at once from the neighbourhood of assassination^— or 

plunged into loneliness, from the natural reluctance to meet in 

the common intercourses of the day the visages that had bathed 

thepiselves in the blood of his friends,— or not altogether un* 

fouched by his deliverance, have turned into the first chapel 

that offered him an altar. The chevalier did nothing of the 

kifidj '' toigours gai" and '* tout-^-fait Fran^ais,*' his first 

thoughts were chatting and coffee, and so, to gaze and be gi^^ed 

at, to be kissed by the men, and smiled on by the women, he 

went forthwith— to the Palais Royal. * 

This massacre was the work of France, not of a mad mohy 

but of a mad revolution. It had none of the excuses of that sod* 

den irritation and impetuous crime whose passion so suddenly 

turns to solemn penitence. It was the politic, solid, satanic spirit 

of a democracy, which, banning in the embittered delusion of 

Ijhe lower orders^ at length rose like a conflagration round ^he 



NOTES. 71 



higher ranks of the state. This horrible mAaaacre was perpe- 
trated in the sight of the thirty thousand national guards of 
Paris^ of the whole legislature^ of the whole nation. There was 
for it no prevention^ no remonstrance^ no punishment. It wbb 
the woric <^ all revolutionary France^ and it will be in one form 
or another the work of every country that, like France, forgets 
Hn allegiance to a king and a God. 

Note 4, page 28, line 10. 
A cannon peals. 
On the day before the opening of the chambers, the king and 
the representatives went in procession to Noti^ Dame. The 
time troops of mousquetaires preceded the royal carriage ; no- 
thing could be richer than their equipment. The greater num^ 
ber of them had followed the king to Ghent ; they are now di»- 
banded* 

Note 5, page 39, line 10. 
Never Jails its sight of woe. 
The Morgue, to which those who die by accident or self* 
murder are carried, is a small building near the Hotel Dieu.and 
the river. The dead are laid on wooden frames in a dimly 
lighted room, separated from the porch by a glazed partition. 
At the time mentioned, a young female was lying to be recog** 
nised. Suicides are probably more common in Paris than .in 
any other city of Europe. The habitual irrdigion and promis- 
cuous vice of the people make self-murder almost a rc^polar 
lesource for ill luck. The Morgue is seldom empty. 
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Note 6> page 41> line 7* 
Thoughts the grave restores, 
Tlie princess was observed to weep during the service* She 
under the roof where her martyred parents had so often 
been ** the observed of all observers." In the touching nana- 
tive of her imprisonment she thus gives the history of a day act 
the Temple. '^ The king rose at seven^ and was employed in 
his devotions till eight. Afterwards he dressed himself and his 
8on^ and at nine came to breakfast with the queen. After 
breakfast the king taught the dauphin his lessons till eleven. 
The child then played till twelve, at which hour the whole 
fSeimily was obliged to walk in the garden (whatever the weather 
might be) because the guard, which was relieved at that time^ 
wished to see all the prisoners, and satisfy themselves that they 
were safe. After dinner their majesties played at trictrac or 
piquet^ that they might have an opportunity of saying a f<sw 
words to one another. At four o'clock, the queen, her sister^ 
and children, generally retired, as the king was accustomed to 
sleep a little at this hour. At six the dauphin went down again 
to his father to say his lessons, and to play till supper-time. 
After supper, at nine o'clock, the queen undressed him quietly 
and put him to bed. The princesses then went up to their 
own apartment again, and the king did not go to bed till eleven* 
The queen worked a good deal of tapestry : she directed the 
Studies of Madame Royale, and often made her read aloud to 
her. Madame Elizabeth was frequently in prayer, and read every 
morning the divine service of the day. She read a good deal'ih 
books of piety, and sometimes at the queen's desire would rea^ 
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aloud to them." What a contrast in the dungeon of those noUe 
prisoners to the savageness and incessant tumult without ! The 
men of freedom and illumination were^ at this time, whirling 
timragh the whoie round of massacre. 

The tower of the Temple is now level with the ground 5 the 
did attendant has marked its site with a few cords ; it was so 
miserably narrow that nothing but jacobin cruelty could hare 
pHed so many human beings in it^ even without reference to 
their rank. The garden is a wretched, and circumscribed spot, 
overlooked by houses in which the most profligate population 
of Paris livedo and from which placards and effigies insulting 
the royal fkmily by the most disgusting and d^raved. exhibitions 
were constantly hung. In one comer there is a decayed foun* 
tain. Napoleon in the early days of his supremacy came to see 
Hie tower^ and was reminded that it had been fatal to its f ounder, 
to the general of the templars, and to the late king of France^ 
who had left it only for the scaffold. Napoleon^ probably in- 
tending that its moral should not be pointed by the fate of an 
emperor, turned on his heel with^ ^' c*est un oiseau de mauvais 
augnre^*' and the tower was demolished immediately. 

Note 7, page 46, line 6. 

One, orphaned one I 

The allusions to the treachery and punishment of France refer 
exclusively to the revolutionary empire which we have seen 
perish. For France, brought within her pacific limits and re- 
stored to the spirit of peace, there can be nothing but good 
hope^, and the desire that misfortune may have purified her. 
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But even in the midst of her crimes^ she was not left: entirely 
without the witness of her ancient virtues. The Vbndbb wb8« 
a glorious testunony to the gallant and faithful hearts that yet 
lived under her cloud of abominations. The Roche Jaqueleins^ 
the D'Autichamps^ and their whole illustrious band^ will be re- 
membered with all the honors of martyred loyalty. Among her. 
patriots^ it is a proud distinction to France to have produced the 
Duchess d*Angoaleme. She is one of the great redeemers of the 
national character. No woman living has undergone trials so 
severe, and no one could have converted them into nobler evi- 
dences of royal and personal virtue. In prison, in exile^ in- the. 
perils of rebellion, a lonely woman displayed the fortitude and 
pious magnanimity for which we have been accustomed to look 
only in romance* France may not yet be worthy to esteem thia 
princess ; but she has secured the respect of every honourable, 
mind in Europe. In England she is admired and reverenced 
with the full homage of a people who have fully known her. 

Note 89 page 46, line last. 

Takes his old quarters. 

In the fine season^ the Boulevard is the most crowded and 
amusing part of Paris. 

 • • << Gente, pia che altrove troppa 
£ d'ana parte e d* altra con gran'urli 
Percaotevan s'incontro." — Dante. 

In 1815. it had the additional variety of being filled with the 
officers of the allied armies. 
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Note Q9 page 51, line 8. 

Murder^s darkest shrine. 

Ob the memorable 10th of August the battle was fought up 
the grand staircase, and in the royal apartments. 

Note 10> page 569 line 10. 
The banner of the star. 
li'Etoile de Napoleon. 
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PREFACE. 



A CONSIDERABLE number of the stanzas in this 
Poem were written in the year 1816, and intended to 
follow immediately upon the former part, which was 
published at that time. The causes of the delay must be 
unimportant to the reader, and the circumstance itself 
is mentioned only to avoid the appearance of plagiarism 
from works which have since appeared. The lines on 
the Louvre Statues, and Pictures, were written be- 
fore the publication of that Canto of Childe Harold, in 
which the same subjects are described. 



The French Revolution was the most stupendous 
transaction since the Christian ^ra, and its close, in 
the year 1815, the most memorable of all triumphs, 
not simply as the display of great military skill, or 
noble national effort; not as a splendid decision of the 
question of rival prowess on the greatest of its fields, 
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but as a triumph of principle ; of good over evil ; of the 
spirit of peace and good-will over the spirit of war 
and darkness, and boundless, perpetual, insatiable ty- 
ranny. If our exultation could be heightened, it must 
be in the memory, that the brunt of this grand struggle 
of the earth watf borne by our country, and the final and 
consummating blow given by a British army, led by 
a British h^o. 

The preternatural ambition, magnitude^ and fitreAgth 
of the French empire, the suddesness and complete- 
ness of its overthrow, and the immediate and involnntai^ 
connexion of the catastrophe, in the general mmd, with 
die interference of more Uian human power> gav« date 
war a character distinct from all the coitf^cts of na* 
tions. It was in all its parts and properties a Sacred 
War. 

The first stone of the Revolution was laid m in^iety. 
For the first time i^ Christian history a wk(Ae people 
was seen rejecting all knowledge of God, and following 
this tremendous abjuration to its consequence in iiOBti- 
Uty to his creatures. France rushed back into the wil^ 
demess of two thousand years, threw off her habits of 
religion and life, and, once more pagan and savage, 
ponied dewn on the defences of <die civilised worid. 
Sll0 locdL for her policy and her ikith the two tenors of 



PREFACE. V 

our nature, war and annihilation, and stood in the 
centre of Europe, like a great embodying of evil, 
brandishing in one hand defiance against this world, 
and in the other against the wprld to come. Of all the 
conflicts of the earth, there was none in which the 
heart of man was so smitten down by utter hopeless- 
ness, or in which it more instinctively looked to 
Heaven ; none in which victory was more attributed to 
its mercy, or defeat to its dii^kasure ; none in which 
the cause of Providence seemed to be so much bound 
up with human effort ; none in which the final ruin and 
ejpplosion seemed so much to scatter away the clouds 
that hang round the chain of destiny. 

The histoiy of the French Revolution was written 
'^ for our learning," and it forms a document of the 
highest importance to all who are to be taught by the 
experience of great public -calamity. 

The project of Universal Relbrm was the ruin of the 
French throne. The nalion rushed out with a giddy 
foj to drag this pregnant wd towering mischief, tibe 
** fiUak donum^*^ within their walls. In the extrava- 
gazicfe of the hour they broke down the old, oonstitu* 
tiooal bulwarks to give it entrance. The few, who, 
with tardy wisdom, dared to dou]^ weve penseoated as 
iiafxioQS ; and the day'«^u9i|>h oonduded in weariness 
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tod wondering, in feasts and drunkenness, in insolent 
rejoicing and torpid security. 

• * * Rait oceano nox, 
InvolFens umbrft magna tenram, polmnqiie, 
Mymudonamqiie dolos, fiisi per moenia Teocri. 

The palace and the guardians of the established or- 
der slept, but there were others at that moment girding 
on the sword. Then came the tumult and the blood- 
shed. The ancient halls of the state were filled at 
the instant with strange faces and weapons. The 
temple was thrown open only to show the murder of 
the priest; the recesses of the palace were violated, 
for the multitude to see the gentle and exhausted re- 
presentative of the royal majesty of France perisHing 
by its last altar. 

In France the instrument of revolution was simple 
and one, the Populace. Nothing but a passion for im*- 
probability could make us presume the friends of order 
to have entered the contest with inferior genius or con- 
duct to those of their antagonists. Their leaders were 
men accustomed to the transaction of the higher afiairs 
of the state, they had the mastery of the political, legal, 
and spiritual knowledge of France ; the general body 
had all the literature, and manly accomplishment 
of an advanced civilization; those are powerful wea<^ 
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pons. The revolutionists committed the perpetual 
blunders which belong to ferocity and ignorance. If 
the contest had been carried on in the legislature, re- 
bellion must have perished at the first onset. The 
naked revolt of the Gladiatorial school must have been 
rode over and trampled to the earth by the armed and 
disciplined intellect of that royal and noble knighthood. 
But the summoning of the populace put an end to all 
security. The intellect that could save, was broken 
down by the arm that could only uproot and ruin. Even 
the political wisdom of the king's friends accelerated 
their overthrow in a state of things too wild, headlong, 
and destroying, to be resisted by any thing less than a 
strength as boundless and irregular as its own. Nothing 
but madness could have been equal to withstand the 
shock of that unchained madness. When the old fas- 
tenings of the earth were loose, and the ground was 
tossing like waves under the foot, solidity and firmnesai 
were only the surer ruin. 

The history of the popular revolution hurries on. 
The first fury of democracy had cooled, but the decay 
of riot was supplied by more systematic and broadei: 
execution. The ^* orb new risen" which was to supply 
the world in the extinction of its old, legitimate splen- 
dours, rose only the more fearful as it left its early 
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bek of clouds and storing, till in its meridian it plunged 
into central eclipse, and looked down a full disk of 
blood. 

The ^* Sovereign People/' established on its throne, 
instinctively chose murderers for its ministers ; Maral, 
Danton, and Robespierre, three heads that m^ht have 
kept the gates of Tartarus. Then began the day of tri- 
bulation. The king's blood was spilled : firoaa that 
hour the scaffold was red for years. France waa de-* 
livered over to a I'eprobate mind, and she rushed o«)t 
into a drunken prodigality of crime. 
; She had no Sabbath, no Scripture, no Soul, no God. 
But she had one more abomination to astcMtusb the 
world, a crime to which even the darkness of heathen* 
ism had never stooped ; in the presence of mankind, 
by a solemn act of her people and her legislature, she 
worshipped a pubUc harlot. This was Religion in the 
hands of the populace ; their philosophic gp^eni- 
ment more cruel than tyranny^ their philosophic reli- 
gion more benighted thaii pe^anism. The guilt of 
France was now accompUshed. She was sufiered and 
spared no more. The hope of freedom was torn from 
her. She was abandoned to the inflictions of a des- 
potism, that, worse than the Eg3rptian plague^ amote 
her first-bom from year to year. An evil phantom 
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of ^ory was sent before her, only to lead het deeper 
iiilb the desert. The final retribution : came. That 
flpeotral and ominous shape of miUtaiy fame sank, into 
the earthy and the infidel strength that had. defied the 
Hyitig God, was driven back with protracted defeat 
llnd misery, with innumerable wounds streaming in 
sUtcession upon her, step after step stripped of armour 
and spoils, and renown and courage, till at last the 
corpse was flung into the grave. This was the domi- 
tiion of the populace xirged to its consummation, .The 
noblest contrast of the prosperity of a religious, and 
loyal people was to be found by its side. 

Perhaps no nation, has ever been 90 openly led by 
the hand into Ihe highest place of glory as En^b^ 
from ihe commencement of this centuty. She was 
forced nito war by the ambition which poUcitedan 
eheniy in every civilized power. War qould not have 
tfeen escaped in her station. It was enough for her to 
have stood upon the earth, to beplunge4 ii^to a dark^ 
me^B which ciamie like night, overshadowing all its kipg^ 
AofttM. She went on, still protected^ She was the only 
iiali^ tha^ in the xnidiBt of universal. oy^rthrow^^nc^YC^ 
Ireififer^ a signal casualty in arms. She had the blt^ssing 
it die 'i^ophet; In>thejinidst;of;li^ wfur^e^ . ^'.Peace 
Mdui witUn heir walls, aiid {denteousness within her 

b 
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palaces.'* She purchased her reaown by no inteiT 
ruption of her native pursuits, she did not draw back 
a single step in science, in accomplished literature, in 
noble discovery, in munificent charity,, in the purity of 
her laws, in the sincerity of her established faith j—- 
while her walls were beleaguered with the warfare of 
the world, she held her gates open day and night to the 
exile and the fallen. Like an earthly providence, she 
*' cared for all." » 

In the very whirlwind of her power, she provided for 
the world's health — ^her fleets of war spread the Scrip- 
tures round the globe. To those who saw that time of 
the distress and perplexity of nations, the universal 
polity like a sea upturned by storms, men's hearts 
faiUng them for fear, the mighty of the earth calling to 
the caves and mountains to hide them; Englai[id, 
stately and unshaken, standing in a towering and soUr 
tary splendour which grew with the deepening of the 
storm,, her hand stretched out unweariedly to. save, 
and her serene eye fixed on Heaven ; m^ht have looked 
less like a being that felt herself exposed to the. common 
convulsion and decay, than the minister and angel of 
a superior throne, a being beyond the touch of casualty, 
impassive, and immortal. The triumphs of peace fol. 
lowed the triumphs of wai^. Her old rival was destined to 
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i^ceive a king only at her hands. The usurper of France 
"was destined to be given up only to her as her slave. 
' She was yet to wear the nobler wreath of moral glory. 
She had abolished the Slave Trade. As the crowning 
tod consummation- of her feme, she was delegated to 
abolish Christian captivity among the infidel. Those 
are the monuments by which she has been permitted 
to make her name memorable to all time, — ^her two 
great pillars, the limits to man's progress in that bound- 
less sea of humanity, hitherto reached by no other 
nation, and if to be passed, to be passed only by her 
own illustrious adventure. 

The distresses of the present hour have none of 
the features of continuance. They may have been 
given for discipUne, to force us back to our ancient 
and wholesome frugality, to reduce that intemperate 
love of gain which might have gradually corrupted 
the state, and to awake our superiors to the neces- 
sity of summoning morals to the aid of social or- 
der. The immediate security of the constitution must 
be thrown on the vigour of government. But to bring 
back the multitude to the soberness of heart which 
made their forefethers the happiest and noblest of the 
sojourners on earth, to take the cup of French abomi- 
nation from their lips, and restore them to their natural 
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abhorrence of the vulgar and despetate fantasies of 
Rapine and Treason, a deeper strength most be em- 
ployed. The only fount that keeps allegiance pure 
and green, is to be sought at a height beyond the 
pollutions of the human heart. Obedience to the State 
can be perfected only by devotedness to the Supreme 
Ruler of king and people. By what mode religion 
may be most powerfully inculcated, must now be the 
paramount question. This is the great Reform, whose 
-announcement is '^ peace and good-will to men ;" the 
fldild and undisturbing principle that, with the simplest 
expenditure of means, works the most comprehensive 
and stupendous effects, that dispossesses the evil spirit 
with a touch, that heals the disease of the peo{de 
with the hem of its robe, that speaks a word to the 
storm, and lo ! there is a great CBlm. It has the power 
of miracle, for it has the blessing and the spirit of 
Heaven. 



The former part of this Poem touched on the revolutionary 
memorials of Paris. This was supposed to occupy the 
Morning and the Noon. ii)e present passes through the 
Evening to the revgi bf N%ht. It crbser^es'on " The Lotivre 
Gallery/' *' The Venetian Horses/' '' The Defeat in Russia, 
" Napoleon's Exile," " The execution of Louis XVI,*' " The 
Death of George the Third/' Sfc. 
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PART THE SECOND. 

L 
X HERE i^ a living spirit in the spot 
Touched ty the sceptre of Antiquity ; 
The splendouss 1)y its parting pinions shot. 
Still shed a solemn beauty on the eye. 
Proud Carousel, what thousand memories lie 
Within thy marble walls ! what steps of kings 
Ttfere trod thee to yon throne oif luxury ! 
What pomps, woes, tribea of grand and guilty things, 
-As fromthe grave, the sight of thy pavilions brings. 
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Prince, warrior, priest^^-the crown, the helm, the hood, 
Here rose, and sway'd, and plunged in swift decay. 
Behold that golden portal !(') there he stood — 
The curse and omen of our evil day. 
He marshalled from that Spot h!s last array. 
That went to battle, ne'er to come again ; 
Their Xerxes shed no tear ! they went to slay ; 
Vengeance awoke at last, and they were slain ! 
And now above it waves the Lily's exited vane. 
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There stands his Arch of victory, but there 
Glitter his victor's speaxs«r^His day is done ! 
Close by the pile sits Austria's cuirassier. 
Busy and gazing groups are on it strown, 
A wain is at its foot, as if for one 
Who on that crowded scaffold came tO die ; 
And the quick murmuring^ there, the engine's gtoan. 
Short, de^p, give semblance of a dying cry : 
France, pn that scaffold ends thy gloomy sorrereigtity* 
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IV. 
For thence muit stoop the glorious Gredan steeds (*) 
That his fierce hand had yoked to Victory's wheel. 
Now, foQowihg where a newer conqueror leads. 
To thy blue waters, Venice, bends their heel ! 
Trophies ! how oft has steel thus shiver'd steel. 
Since first their wanderings fixed the doom of war! 
But tives not in tj^ose fiery fironts a spell ? 
Were not those orb'd eyes moulded, when the air 
Of midnight shook and glowed with the red comet's glan 

V. 

Ye stars ! bright legions that, before ^ time. 
Camped on ycm plain of sapphire, what ^all tell 
Your burning myriads^ but the eye of Him 
Who bade thro' heaven your golden chariots wheel ? 
Yet who earthbom can see your hosts, nor feel 
Immortal impulses— Eternity? 
What wonder if the overwrought soul should reel 
With its own weight of thought, and the wild eye 
See fate within your tracks of sleepless glory lie '^ 

o 2 
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For ye behold the Mightiest. From that steep 
What ages have ye worshipped round your King ! 
Ye heard his trumpet sounded o.'er the sleep 
Of Earth ; — ^ye heard the morning angels singl 
Upon that orb, now o'er me quivering, 
The gaze of Adam fix'd from Paradise ; 
The wanderers of the Deluge saw it spring 
Above the mountain surge, and hailed its rise 
lighting their lonely track with Hope's celestial dyeSi ^ 

VII. 

On Calvary shot down that purple eye, 

When, but the soldier and the sacrifice ' 

All were departed. — Mount of Agony ! 

' • • • _. 

But Time's broad pinion, ere the giant dies, 

Shall cloud your dome« — ^Ye fruitage of the Bkies, 

Your vineyard shall be shaken ! — From your um 

Censers of Heaven ! no more shall glory rise. 

Your incense to the THRONE! — ^The Heavens shall bum: 

For all your pomps are dust, and shall to diist return ; • 
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Yet, look ye living intellects.— The trine 
Of waning planets speaks it not decay? 
Doe^ ScAerfeVs staff of diamond wave no sign? 
Monarch of ihidnight, ^SiriuSj shoots thy ray 
Undimnji'd, when thrones sublunar pass away? 
Dreams !— yet if e'er was graved in vigil "wan 
Your spell on gem or imaged alchemy, 
The sign when empire's hour-glass downwards ran,^ 
/Twas on that arch, graved on that brazen talisman. 

IX. 

Greece ! thou wast still a country, Memory bleeds 
To think how early died that glorious name ! 
Yet still t' was glorious, while the matchless Steeds 
Stood on thy Isthmus gate. The Roman came. 
Red from the fight, his eagle's wing of flame 
Waving o'er idol shields, and wolf-crests tall 
The widowed city groan'd, in all her shame. 
To see the Lictors mount the pedestal. 
Then Greece was doom'd to fall y a deadly, final fall. 
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The glasd ran down ! the immorttl Steecfe again 
Must set to rise, like empire's fetal star ; 
The ancient victors seem'd the vanc|uished then. 
The unhelmed Roman beat his bi^ast afkr> 
The spoUers march'd in pomp of eastern war. 
There lower'd from elephants the turban'd brow, 
There archers gleamed on camel and on car. 
And there, in gold and gem's barbaric glow, 
Triumph'd the purpled Greek — the King of Kings below. 

XI. 

But stronger omens chill the idolater ; 
Above the standards towers a CROSS of red. 
Oh, if he knew that -sign, no sign of fear ! 
Rome's crown is rent ; now may the Pontiff shed 
The ashes on his brow, the Augur spread 
His eyes to mark the lightning o'er his shrine. 
The hour has come ! The mystic steeds have fled, 
The Eagle stoops before tlie cross divine ; 
Empire has gone, to dwell with mighty Constantine. 
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The glass ran down ! Long had the coursers stood, 
Of Fate and Empire the unchanged record ; 
Long had the EASTERN HARLOT's cup of blood 
Made shrunk ihe nations at her midnight board ; 
Long had the martyr's groan from racks been pour'd ; 
Their graves cried out, the winds bore up the cry. 
And it was beard, and in the West the sword 
Was girdad on the Christian champion's thigh : 
Woe to her turban's scroll of pride and blasphemy. 

XIIL 
A hostile trumpet summon'd. — Twas a sound 
That ne'er before had pierced her jewell'd ear* 
On her indignant brow the helm was bound, 
Wifl. giant g«sp ahe Beized the mace and spear, ' 
She look'd upon the sea. A cross vras there, 

. Red as her own, and Mrith it rush'd a train, 
That.seem'd like Ocean's lords their barks to steer, 
An endless cloud of mast, and sheet, and vane. 

With bursts of gferious arms, far flashing o'er the main. 
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I must to oilier .themes, yet thought delays 
As o*er a.nobk grave, above ihe scene, > 
Now living all before me ;-^moming'8 blaxe 
Shot on the wall, the shore, the surge of green. 
The galleys, like a wood, the capes between, 
Then flashing onwards ;— ^on the foremost prow 
A warrior who his ninetieth year has seen. 
To whom the ring of gold*mailed princes bow, 
As if to " Wak" grown old, immortal Dandolo U— 
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Constantinople !—4hen thy shout arose, 
And from thy ramparts roll'd the mystic flame . «' . 
Unquenchable/— The ranks of battle close :— ^ 

The galleys rush'd with catapult and ram, 
Like hail the lances from.the turrets came. 
And decks were fired, and champions downwards flung, 
Till wall and shore, and surge.in x^rimson swam, 
'Twas noon, and still the diarging trumpet rung, 
At eve, the entering knights their deep Te Deum sung. >' 
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The :Hippodroine is girt vfiih axe .and spear, "". 

For the bright Steeds must sail the western sea ; 
And ronnd the Circus gallop in x^areer, 
With blazon'd shield, helm barr'd, and lance at knee^' 
Like towers of steel the Latin Chivalry, 
The Venice mariner, in cap and plume, 
And gold-seamed gabardine, looks on with glee; . 
The Greek stands rapt, as by an opening tomb. 
As if his spirit saw the Turk in Sophia's Dome. 

XVII. 
The glass ran downi and Venice must resign 
The talisman of empire to the Gatd. 
Her emdrald no more must wed the brine. 
Feebly she falls, yet more than she must fall : ' 

Alihousand years had stood her sacred wall. 
The Isthmus^guard to lovely Italy ; 
And now .the horn has blown the final call 
That bids in chains another Corinth lie 
Another Greece be bow'd by blood and perfidy. . . 
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XVIII. 

A throng was in St. Mark's, but 'twas no throng 
Like^that, which o'er the Adriatic foam 
Had borne the Steeds with shout and warricM: song. 
Then fix'd them for long glory o'er the dome : 
She sinn'd, and now the hour of wrath was come ; 
Tho' 'twas the robber made the adulteress bare : 
The crowd were fierce-eyed m^i with pike and druib 
And brazen gun, and banner's taunting glare; 
The pale Venetian stood aloof, in weak despair. 

XIX. 
Such is 4he sport of Time l-^KThou suUen thought ! (^) 
Empires might stand, unshaken as tibeir globe* 
But which has worn its ermme without spot ? 
'Twas Justice, and not Time that tore their robe. 
What sent the steel their pamper'd hearts to probe ? 
'Twas their own blow, no matter by what name. 
Conspirator, or Conqueror, Monardi, Mob. 
They built their pile, thai Judgment sent the flame. 
To rid the Earth of guilt, ihd wearied Heaven x)[ shame. 
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XX. 

'Tu not in mockery of man that Earth 
Is strewed witb «pteadid fragments^ temple^ tower ; 
Hut lealms, where glory sprang full arm'd to birth. 
Are desolate, the snake and tiger^s bower ; — 
They lie the monuments of misused power, 
Not freaks of fate, but warnings against crime ; 
And ancient Babylon might, at this hour. 
Had she been guiltless, .stand as in her prime, 
iIiay<«-'-stGmd in growing pomp till God had finished time* 

XXL 

England ! my great, my gloTious,*«^oyed with love 
That almost makes a portion of the soul ; 
The hour has co^ie to fix thine eye above. 
There lie the th'unders thou alone must roll. 
And roll upon thyself ; — ^lliere spreads the scroll^ 
Wkere thine own hand must write thy destiny. 
None can decide but thou, if wolves shall howT, 
And the black viper in thy temples lie. 
Be holy, and thou 'rt saved ; England, Uxou must not die ! 
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XXII. 

Now ebb the sands of France ! The Steeds must range, ^ 
A^d ever thus ? or has the day begun, 
I^^NiOi God ! when thrones no more shall change ? ' 
Has his Great yeah been roU'd by empire's sun? 
Back to their Adriatic iqueen have gone - 
The Steeds, with Princes glorying in their.train; 
The signal pf the last subverted throne ? 
We taH. no more .of spells. — On land and medti 
Peace shall keep watch till comes the universal reign. 

XXIII. 
The Louvre halls are fill'd with strange turitbil (*) "' 
Of axe and hammer, :steps and voices loud, 
For there the victors seize a noble spoil ; 
Twas won by England^s arm in Soigni6's wood. 
Yon bayonets still are rusty with the blood 
That drench'd its dark ravines. The struggle *s o'er, 
So may the restless rancour be subdued. 
The final lesson 's given. The might that tore 
That matchless prize from France, badie heir " Go- sin no 'm 
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XXIV. 

Kingly and bfoad ascends the Parian ^tair^ 
Pit entrance to the regal glories nigh; 
And toilsome 'tis to make the passage there^ 
Thro' its thick crowd incessant rushing by. 
Tfhe summit gain'd, — ^Uke lightning on the eye, 
Bursts the deep vision, from the stately door, 
One colour'd splendour, far as glance can fly, 
Goldj marble, giant mirror, o'er and o'er. 
Flashing m sun-like streams from fretted vault to Aoot^ ' 

XXV. 

The eye is tranced, and from the portal-arch 
Looks down the unmeasured length in dim delights- 
Piercing the radiant lines> the mighty march 
Of armies of the mind ; — on left and rightj 
Banners as richy as on the mountain's height 
Rises the nlom ; — There Rubens' blaze of gold,^ 
In eastern pomp above his legions bright ^ 

» 

DeUcious Titian, there thy rainbowed fold>^ ^ . * 
There Raphael's^ wove, of rays from saint and prbphetroU'dr 



i 
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XXYL 
Imperial thing { — Now lowest of the low. 
Could not the sword fulfil thy hat^ of man 1 
Napoleon! had not war enough of woe^ 
The mighty at thy footstool, weak and wan. 
Empire uprooted by thine iron van ? 
But the last reUc misery could resign. 
Bear as the blood that in her pulses ran ; 
That thou must rend, and rob the grc^ve and shrine ? 
All sacrilege was pnre, thou felon king ! to thine I 

XXVII. 

These wer^ the guardian Spirits ! and when they 
Were'gon^, the oracle of soul was dumb. 
Still, in the heaven of Italy the day 
Awoke on roses, and the evening gloom 
Sail'd down the allure on as soft a plume 
As ever fann'd the air in Summer's bower ; 
But the high voice that bade the nations come 
To love and worship, parted in that hour* 
Tliese were her crown of &tarS| her glory, and her power!* 



THE LOUVRE GALLERY. 15 



XXVIII. 

But these were her revenge. — ^The spoiler's spoil'd ;-^ 
Ev'n on this spot is given the deadliest blow* 
Here on the robber's head his crime recoil'd. 
Strange scetie, of wonderers hasting to and fro. 
And soldiers on their posts parading slow, 
And the fixed native with his livid glare. 
And woman with her ready burst of woe, 
And eager artists scaffolded in air, 
Catching its pomps before that goigeous wall is bare. 

XXIX. 

But man and earth had vanished from the eye, 
Once on its host of silent beauty roU'd, 
Ranged in their tribes, ascending majesty ! 
Holland's fine touch, the Flanders pencil bold. 
Superb Venetian, pearl and purple stoled ; 
Romantic Lombard, fiery Florentine, 
Brightening, as up the Alp the evening^s gold 
From the deep vineyard to the crown of pine. 
Till, on the marble peak, ^tis mix'd with Heaven^^— divine f 
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XXX. 

Corregio, Titian^ Raphael^ Angelo,- 
What made your age a wonder and despair 
To all theiiiture ? — a resistless flow 
Of the soul's frozen depths ; — a hallowed glare 
Of lightning that dissolved the prison bar ; — 
A sudden trumpet piercing the profound 
Of the world's night i — a call of star to star. 
In bright Conjunction for the moment bounds 
Never. to meet again in all time's weary round? 

xxxu 

What ar^ those' tablets ifouhd me ? Living 'minds^ 
The mighty soul ki form and pr^ssiire wrought;—!*' 
Unfolded natures^ — ^whete the vision wind^ 
Thro' what was dream, deep throb, unutter^d thought j 
There breathes Salvator ! That red lightning shot - 
From its dark throne to fire that forest hoar; ' 
That combat in its burnings madly fought, 
That lake convulsed before the tempest's roar. 
All in Salvator's soul toss'd, battled, burned before* » 
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XXXIL 

And o'er them, o'er these very hues have hung 
The men, whom empires reckon in their fame, 
Kmgs, sages ; — ^Here from mom till midnight clung 
Immortal genius, lavishing its flame. 
Guido for this flung down his maddening game. 
Startling the revellers, (*) who saw his eyes 
Flashing^ with thoughts that like the lightnings came. 
And his brow clouding, as the yision'd cries 
Of Peter woke his own repentant agonies. 

XXXIII. 
Here, Raphael I is revealed the mystery, 
That fixed the hectic crimson on thy cheek- 
Here sank the earnest radiance of thine eye, 
Dying beneath the passionate thoughts that wreck 
Spirits like thine ;— ^Those eagle flights that seek 
And perish in the sun-beams ; — glorious fires, 
That from their heaven aroimd the mountain break 
With crowning splendour, till the storm retires. 
Leaving but smoke and dust of all its marble spires. 
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XXXIV. 

Behold the MASTBRPiBCE;(^>-«a8 not with handB 
Of human weakness wrought ! how fiercely told 
That boy, divested of his nature, stands, 
Maddening ! — ^his eye in wild possession roll'd ! 
How shrinks the father firom his ^tony hold ! 
What sorrow in the kneeling sister's eye 
Turns on the group of more thsui mortal mould, 
That o'er him all their words of wonder try. 
All vain, all vanquish'd, he must writhe, and wast^, and di^. 

XXXV. 

The hope of hopes is there ! but to the moilht . 
Scarce dare their lioly hands or eye-*balls turn. 
For on its brow, amid a fiery fount, 
H£ floats, by his instinctive virtue borne, 
HE, for whose wounds the tribes of earth shall moium, 
Transfigured, in the majesty divine. 
Jerusalem ! that glory was thy scorn, 
Thy king was made a mockery and a sign ; 
For this shall Rome's red torch be shook o'er thee and thine* 



i 

/ 
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XXXVI. 

Resplendent Titian ! (^) what a host of thoughts, 
What memories of litan and vxidnight moons, 
And long hours pass'd beneath the emerald vaults 
Of forests ; and the bweet eve^s thoi:tsand tunes, 
When the breieze rushes through the vine-festoons, 
Show'ring their dew-drop«i ; are concentred here ! 
And forms of. prince and knight in proud saloons. 
And dames with dark Italian eyes, that ne'er 
Knew BdrtoWf or but wept the heart's bewitching tear. 

xxxvn.: 

Prometheu8-<jf the pencil! life and light 
Burst on the canvass from thy mighty hand. 
All hues sublime that ever dazzled sight 
Wh^e tempests die on Heaven, or ever waned 
On hills, the evening's azure thrones, or stained 
Ruby or beryl in their Indian cell. 
Or glanced from gem-dropt wing, or blossOm vein'd. 
Or tinged in ocean-caves the radiant shell, 
AU, at thy sceptre's wave, from all their fountains swell. 
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XXXVIII. 

There shines thy trophy ! a delicious nma^ . 
Of forest paths luxuriant, where the sun 
Sinks, like a far-off city in a blaze, 
Sheathing in purple trunk and umbrage dun. 
But there a fearful vengeance has begun ! 
The murderer's sword is in his victim's brain, 
The Bigot's race of blood in biood is run. 
He falls — ^his eye-ball writlies with mortal pain, 
Yet flashes flery pride . He striiggles,— ^faintSy-^he's slain. 

XXXIX. 

(®)Now to thee, loveliest! — ^Painter of thelieart! 
Corregio, all my spirit turns, like one 
Who sees some pomp of kingly war depart ; 
And now, where trumpets clang'd, but hears the tone 
Of shepberd song and flute in valleys lone. 
The spirit dwells upo9 thy line serene. 
As on the cloud with eve's last roses strown. 
There is enchantment round thy " Catherine,*' 

And the black scaffold seems but love and beauty's shrine. 
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But la! the East is darkening ; and the shade 
Floats in grey softness down the gorgeous HaU^ 
Veiling the crimson cheek and glossy braid ; 
. And wreathing in its slow and sweeping pall 
Mirror^ and bust^ and Parian capital. 
Silence is throned, — in distance dies the tread^ — 
And in the gloom its kings and champions all, 
Sitting with truncheon'd hand and hoary head, 
Look an eternal Comicil of the mighty dead. 
I 

XLI. 

But light is strong on every shaft and plinth, 
And painted roof and sculptur'd architrave 
In the rich halls below ; that Labyrinth, — 
Whose people are the gods of sky and wave. 
Idols ! that Greece to the World's worship gave. 
The madness, dream, delight of sterner days. 
Now, like uprisen spirits from the grave. 
They stand enshrined ; — ^and the sweet sun delays. 
As on their Grecian domes of old he loved to gaze. 
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XLII. 

Are they but stpne?-rAy, mwy an age the ware 
Has bei^t on beds as precious, aiid the dieep 
Has nibbled the wild yine-shoota round the c^ve 
Where their whit§ beauty «lept, and |»till migbt sleep^ 
Had not the m.aster-chisel plunging deep . 
Awoke the livmg imagci from the ^tone. 
Was their Creator born to swell the heap 
Of earth's decay y-^be measured by a moon ? 
The soul^supremacy decrees the soul itiB throne ! 

Tombs are deceiver^-— Wh^tt^ mass of mii^ 
Were church-yards^— if th^tchfimbers of the brain ' 
Dungeon'd the spirit ! Soeptic, g^sp th<^ wind^ 
Rule the outgoii)g9 of the storm, then chain 
The fiery thought that neither mouQt nOr main. 
Not earth, heaven, time, nor thou. Eternity, 
With thy dayk-frowning griemdeur, could restrain. 
There lies the house of bondage, let it lie ! 
The ransom'd slave's gone forth-^his freedom was to die,. 



THE HALLS OP SCULPTURE. 2^3 



XLIV. 

I have descended to the ancient vault. 
And held conununion with the remnants there. 
What saw I then 1 I saw the velvet rot ; 
I saw the massive brass^ like cobwebs, tear. 
Shewing within its rents a shape of fear, 
A wreck of man ; from which, the reptile stole 
Scared by the light. — Decaying slumberer. 
The thunders on thine ear unheard might roll ! 
Is this pale ruin the tomb, the temple of the soul \ 

XLV. 

Oh ! misery if it were : That gliding worm 
Might make its mock of u8,*--it feeds and then 
Is full and happy — and the lordliest form 
That ever ruled its fellow-wretchps,-Hmen — 
What were it but the lion in the den, 
Biting its fetters, groaning for the sweep. 
Of its strong sinews?— Better, ne'er have been, 
Than desperate gaze on Heaven's forbidden steep. 
Than feel this world a woe, the next Death, ashes, sleep ! 
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XLVI. 

But the freed spirif s gone ;— <upon the floods 
The rolling of whose waves is life^ 'tis gone ! 
And it has mingled with the diadem'd crowds 
That wing not in the light of star or sun. 
It lives at last, — its being has begun ! 
Ay, from the moment that its clouded eye 
Shut on the chamber hushed and taper dun. 
It gazed on things unutterable, high 
Above all height, — all thought,T-Km Immortality ! 

XLVIL 

Now, to the worlds — ^The graver thought has past !- 
It came, and for itself made words, and now 
Has gone-^es fitful as the summer blast. 
Around me Ues imperial overthrow. 
The halls resound with engine's crash and blow. 
And trooping feet, and labour's hurrying cries ; 
For there the God of many a realm lies low. 
Unthroned, upon the floor's mosaic dyes. 
Yet worshipp'd still, the love, the wonder of all eyes;. 
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XLVIII. 

That crowd itself a wonder ; half the world 
Seem'd to h&ve sent it for some final deed. 
There gazed the deep-browM Calmuck, that unfurPd 
His flag by China's wall : — In wolfskin weed 
The bearded Bashkir with his lance of reed ;— 
There the bold hunter, nursed beneath thy sky, 
Blue Tyrol ; — ^There the Austrian's high-plumed head ; 
There the dark Prussian — ^vengeance in his eye, 
Till the last debt is paid to bitter memory. 

XLIX. 

There the green Russian, that across thy wave 
Wild Euxine ! shoots his glance of wrath and scorn 
On the proud Sultanry, stupendous grave ! 
Where power sits throned in shadowy pomp forlorn 
Beneath the Crescent's swift-declining horn. 
There towers, in gold and scarlet hamessries. 
The lordly Briton, by whose lance was borne 
The GODLESS to the earth, no more to rise ! 
Champion of Man and Heaven — the ransom'd world's his prize. 
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(^)6ut all is laptufe, r^verdi^ce round ode -shfine, 
The sun haa arched it with a burst of mys ; : 
A form seems floating out^ a yOuth divine^ 
Half throned, half mantled in the amber Iia««^*-r 
High scorn, instinctive power are in his gaze ; * 
His bow is scarce relax'd, his shaft scarce flo^jm^t : 
His arm uplifted still, hi3 tr^ss still pla^s, • 
He bends to catch the Python's dying groan. 

Yet bends as if that spot were his Olympiad tlurooiie. ' 

LI. 

King of the sun-beams — on the silvery shore ' 
Of Delos stood thy glory, and thy names . 
Rose solemn from its caves and forests h^qar^ r 
And on its sparUing waves prpud pilgrims came 
Bearing qpon their barks the incense-flame ; 
Bards, warriors, kings^ with laurel-wreath and lyre^ 

(^^)Bound to the Mystic Isle, where Ufe a dream> 
A lovely dream ! nor cradle knew nor pyi^e, 

Greece ! like thy early heart, its fire, all haHow'd fire t 
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JJI. 

The Persian millions camed-**Thy oracle ! . ) 

In thunder o'er them utter'd Destiny ! 

From the barbarian's hand down dropp'd the steely 
, Back rosh'd their prows, it told they came to die ! 

Silent as death, the trump, the myriad cry,-^ 

The slave, the satrap on his galley-ihrone. 

The Sultan in his jewell'd canopy. 

All prostrate, till afar their hosts were gone. 
Girding the horizon blue, a golden, sunset zone. 

LIII. 

They perish'd ! — On them rush'd the evil day ;•?— 
From ev'ry mountain-ridge, and hollow shore. 
The gathering tempests watch'd their stately prey, 
The Grecian spearhead thirsted fpr their gore. 
Then battle smot6 them,— 4lien the whirlwind's roar 
And hostile lightnings roused the crimson'd waves 
To deadlier battle,-^— Dog and vulture tore 
The limbs of princes mingled vniii their slaves ; 
Mountain and vale, shore, sea, their crowded, countless gmves. 
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LIV. 

(")Laocoon ! round thy splendid form are flung 
Inextricable spires,*— twin serpents chain 
Thy mighty limbs^ — like fire, the forky tongue 
Shoots o'er thy brow, that writhes with more than pair 
Their plunging fimgs thy patriot life-blood drain, 
Their volumes clasp thy sons, and all must die. 
But wrath and wrong are burning in thy brain. 
Upon thy boys is fixed no £BU;her's eye ^ 

'Tis cast on Heaven, in bold, accusing agony » 

LV. 

(*')Beside.him sinks a warrior on his shield. 
Whose history the heart alone must tell ! 
Now, dim in eve — he looks, as on the field. 
Where when he fell, his country with him fell. 
Death sickens all his soul, the blood-drops steal 
Slow from his breast, congealing round the wound ; 
His strong arm shakes, his chest has lost its swell, 
'Tis his last breath, — ^his eye-ball glares profound. 

His heavy forehead glooms, bends, plunges, to the grouofi 
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LVI. 

^et had he high revenge, if Roman tears 
VoT Roman slJEiughter could rejoice his soul. 
Did he not hear the crashing of the spears ? 
* When like a midnight tide, his warriors stole 
Around the slumbering legions — ^till the roll 
Of the wild forest-drum awoke the glen ; 
And all was havoc ; — and the German pole 
Bore Varus' head o'er many a hill and fen. 
Chains and the spear are chaff, when Heaven gives hearta to men! 

LVII. 

Had not that glance the fuller, haughtier joy^ 
To see th6 CsBsar stand a weeper there ? 
Fated Germanicus ! when, years gone by, 
The Legions came the funeral pile to rear ; 
With silent march, bare head, and trailing spear, 
Piercing the forest o'er the slaughter grown ; 
In horror finding chief i^d comrade dear 
In wolf-torn graves, and haggard piles of bone 
Along the ramparts' ruins, and marshy trenches strown. ' 
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Lvm. 

Still frown'd the fatal altars^ now in robes 
Of giant Weeds that sheeted down the boughs 
Of ihe brown pinesi There had the thronging globes 
Of German warriors held the night's carouse, 
And groans of deaths and Magic's fearful rows 
Startled the moon. But now the murder'd lay. 
The human hecatomb J in ghastly rows/ 
The leaders stiU unmi^'d with meaner clsy . 
Tribune and consul stietch'd in white and wild decay. ) 

LIX, 

t(is) And haye I th^Ui forgot thee, lovdiest fair 
Of all,— ^enchanting inu^ of Love's queen? 
Or did I linget but till yon.falue stkr. 
Thy star, should crown thee with its light serene ? 
Ther^ stands the goddess, by the Girectan seen 
In the mind's lonely, deep idolat^ f 
When twilight 0'ei! Cythera'siwave of greeft, . 
Drew her rich curtain, and his upturn'd eye 

Was burning witii the pomps of earthy and sea, and sky. ;> 



THE VENUS DE' MEDICI. 31* 



LX. 

Anon, upon him ruah'd the ecstafiy. 
And from the lilied vale, the myrtle wood. 
The mountain's coronet, — Music'b.soul breathed by ;— ' 
White meteors «hot along the distant flood ; 
And now sail'd on, like an advancing ^oud, 
Chariots of paarl, and proud sea-horses curb'd. 
That with their breasts the green to silver ploughed ; 
And nymphs and tritons lifting trumpets orb'd, 
Young Venus i round thy throne, in its own light absorbed* 

LXL 

The shoite is reached, and fear, bewitching fear. 
Is in her bending form, and glandng eye, 
And veiUng hand, and timid-turning ear ; 
She Ustens,*^«'twas but Eve^s enamour'd sigh! 
Yet has it heaved her bosom's ivory.— ^ 
Yet has it on the shore her footstep spell'd ; 
Tis paat^The rustling rose alone i. nigh,- 
She smiles, and in that smile is all reveal'd 
The chaim, to which so soon the hving world shall yield. 
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LXIL 

Venus ! thou'rt lovely ; but on other feet 
Was press'd of old the kiss of guilty fire. 
Thy look is grace^ too deeply, purely sweet 
To tell of passion that could change or tire. 
From those rich lips no fatal dreams respire ; 
There Uyes no evil splendour in that eye^ 
To dart the flame on failing Virtue's pyre. 
Dark thoughts before thy sacred beauty die; 
Queen of the soul's bright tides ! thy spell is modesty ! 

LXIII. 

Now farewell all ! — Go, conquerors of Time ! 
Ye whom the Grecian soul inspired with soul, 
Ye whom th^ Italian in her radiant prime 
Lit with the hues that in her sunshine roll ; 
Go on your triumph. To the line, the pole, 
A great, divided prize o'er earth ye steer. 
Each a proud trophy, each a glorious whole, 
Where there are eyes to see or ears to hear. 
Proclaiming Liberty ; — your Hall, a Hemisphere ! 
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LXIV. 
There is a vitetl richaess in the air^ 
That comes in gushes on this fading hour ; 
And, Tuilleries ! tho'. Attic taste might stare 
At thy strange garden freaks of fount and bower ; 
There lives a little soother/ where one flower 
Springs from its turf, a soother meant for man ; 
Perhaps to win his heart with silent power 
To fields and peaceful thoughts from cities wan, 
Where it so oft ** disquieteth itself in vain."— 

LXV. 

m 

Night's wing is on the east— -the clouds repose 
like weary amies of the firmament, 
Encamp'd beneath their vanes of pearl and rose ; 
Till the wind's sudden trumpet through them sent, 
Shakes their pavilions, and their pomps are blent 
In rich confusion. Now the air is fill'd 
With thousand odours, sighed by blossoms bent 
In closing beauty, where the dew distill'd 
From Evening's airy nms, their purple lips has chill'd. 
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LXVI. 

How subtly Nature mingles in the heart 
The past, the future, in this lovely time ! 
How home and heaven together on us start! . 
England ! 'tis now thy aiitumn*sky subUme 
Reminds us of the parted, spirit's clime, 
The hamlet clock strikes solemn as a knell, 
The breezy sounds that from the forest swim, 
The heavy harvest-team's returning bell. 
The gleaner's homeward call, seem Ufa's sad, sweet Seure^ 

LXVII. 

* 

But thousands, tens of thousands in thy fields 
Are counting every shade that dims this hour, 
With frequent sunward look tifl daylight yields^ 
And each can turn him to the humble bower, 
Where his own hand has planted every flower ; 
Time out of mind his father's quiet home ; 
Where waits him one, whose virtue was her dower. 
Cheering her infants, as the deepening' gloom, 
8Hied from the po{Jai^,*tell8, hid sure and soon' will come. 



THE GARDEN OF THE TUILLERIES. ^^35 



Lxvni. 

He comes ; the moon has lit him home at last, 
And he has thrown his harvest hook away, 
And kiss'd the nut-brown babes that round him haste. 
Each with the little wonder of its day. 
The lowly meal is spread, the moon-beams play 
Thro' panes that bushy rose an4 wall-flower veil. 
And soon to make them music, on her spray, 
Her wonted, neighbour spray, the nightingale 
Pours on the holy hour her thrilling, endless tale. 

LXIX, 
Land of the Graces, whei'e even beggary meet. 
With bow and compliment, and bat in hand. 
The gay grimacers of the dungeon street. 
Till cringe and smile dissolve the conference bluid ; 
Where bending age loves dpubly bent to stand . 
With fond, faint sixnper, on its shoulders strew'd 
Its locks in sentimental waving plann'd ; 
France, in thy bosom all the heart's subdued,.. 
Thy world a stage, thy life a toilsome attitude. 
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LXX. 

('^)The place is for the mimes : — ^the tortured trees 
Seem ranging for a vegetable ball ; 
The gromid is torn with vagrant traceries. 
The struggling founts in antic spirtings fall ; 
Each orange shrub confronts a partner tall. 
In some shorn poplar, or new peruked lime ; 
The bronzes low'r, sad gazers from their wall ;«— 
All echoing with the tongue's eternal chime. 

All throng'd with life's extremes, pomp^ folly, famine, crime. 

LXXI. 

The breeze has fall'n — ^but sudden symphonies 
Swell from beyond the gate and statued wall ; 
As if they echo'd from the breathless skies, 
The wavings of the night's o'ershadowing pall. 
I am no weeper, but their rise and fall 
Disturbs me, — Is the soul a harp whose strings 
Vibrate tumultuous tones at music's call? 
A fount, that when her touch unseals its springs 
Gu^he8 diiro' all its old, enchanted wanderings? 
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LXXII. 

('*) There is a flash of steel thro* yonder trees, ' . '. 

A wave of standards and a toss of plumes 

O'er scarlet ranks, like foam-bursts upon seas 

Ruddy with lightnings. — 'Hark ! those well-known drums 

Rolling along the shadowy camp, as comes 

The night breeze rolling, then with distant wing 

Sunk in wild music— Now along the glooms 

Echoes the silver trumpet, cymbals ring, 
'Tis England's martial hymn ! — there swells, '^ God save the King. 

Lxxni. 

** God save the King" — ^a thousand shapes of war^ 
Of glory, freedom, heroic suffering, 
In sudden vision crowd the marble air. 
Raised at the sound. < Yet fearful memories fling 
Their darkness on the spirit. — Here a King 
Laid down his sacred head and died !— Oh, crime. 
What torrents of black carnage were to spring ? 
What havoc of the rebel nation's prime? 
Before her soul repaid that monarch'3 death sublime? 
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LXXIV. 

Paris ! there was ho sleep beneath thy roofs 
The mom that saw this deed. The dim streets rung. 
Long before day, with cannon, ttdmpling hoofs, 
And fearfullest of all, the T6csin's tongue. 
Startling the eye, the passing torches flung 
Their flash thro' many a chamber from beneath. 
Then vanished with the thick and hurrying throng ; 
While the heart-sinking listener held his breath, 
Catching in every sound the distant roar of death. 

LXXV. 

But earlier than that dim and early hour 
A lonely taper twinkled thro' the gloom, 
TTwas from the casement of the Temple tower. 
'Twas from a king's, a martyr's, dungeon-room ! 
There he subdued his spirit for its doom ; 
And one old priest, and one pale follower. 
Knelt weeping, as beside their master's tomb. 
Rude was the altar, but the heart was there. 
And peace and glorious hope were in that prison prayer. 
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LXXVL 

But truiQpets peal'd, and torches glared below ; 
And from the Tower rose woman's loud lament 
And infant cries ; and shadows seemed to go 
With tossing arms, and beads in anguish bent, 
Backwards and forwards hurrying, then, as spent, 
Sink down, and all be silent for a time ; 
Until the royal victims' souls were rent 
With some new yell of cruelty and crime, 
Or thunder'd thro' the dusk the Tocsin's deadly chime. 

LXXVII. 

The morning came in clouds ; the winter's blast 
Swept down in stormy gusts, then sank away 
In ominous meanings, chilling, as it past. 
The thousands posted in their stem array. 
There was no opening door, no sound of day. 
No song, no cry along the pale Boulevard ; 
And, save some ghastly banner's distant play. 
Some dang, when in the gust the lances jarr'd. 
All stretch'd before the eye one endless charnel yard. 
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LXXVIIL 

And 'twas as wild and still within the square. 
This square of Luxury ! The mpm arose;. 
An iron harvest bristled through the air, 
Bayonet and pike in countless, close-lock'd rows* 
Silent as Death the crowd, — ^the grim repose 
Before the earthquake ; — None from roof or wall 
Might look ; no hand the casement might unclose. , r 
And in their centre, frowning o'er them aH, 
Their Idol — The sole God before whose name they fall. . 

LXXIX. 

The Guillotine ! — ^when Hell prepared the ieast. 
Where guilty France was drunky but not with wine, ' 
Till madness sat upon her vision'd breast. 
This was the press that crush'd her bloody vine. 
To this grim altar came the shuddering line. 
Whose worship was, — beneath its knife to lie ; 
The haggard traitors to the throne and. shrine. 
By traitors crushed, that in their turn must die ; 
Till massacre engulphed the wreck of Liberty. 
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LXXX. 

The Guillotiiied — It stood in that pale day 
like a huge spectre, just from earth upsprung. 
To summon to the tomb the fierce array 
That round its feet in desperate homage clung. 
But on the wind a sudden trumpet rung. 
All eyes were tum'd, and far as eye could stray. 
Was caught a light, from moving helmets flung, 
A banner tossing in the tempest's sway, 
A wain, that thro* the throng slow toil'd its weary way. 

LXXXI. 
'Tis done, the monarch on the scaffold stands ; 
The headsmen grasp him ! — Of the miyriads there. 
That hear his voice, that see his fetter'd hands, 
Not one has given a blessing or a tear ; 
But that old priest who answers him in prayet*. 
He speaks ; his dying thoughts to France are given. 
His voice is drown'd ; for murder has no ear. 
The saint unmurmuring to the axe is driven. 
If evei^ spirit rose, that heart is calm in Heaven. 
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LXXXII. 

The grave must tell^ when it gives up its dead. 
Their after hours who o'er that blood blasphemed. 
How many perish'd on a bloody bed, 
By the pursuing hoof and sabre seamM ; 
What haughty heads upon that scaffold stream'd, 
What eyes rain'd anguish in the den and chain, 
When on their dying hour this moment gleam'd ; 
What wretches felt it maddening all their pain. 
When night and winter found them on ihe Russian plain. 

LX XXIII. 
France was anathema. — ^Her cup befdre 
Was full, but this o'ertopp'd its burning brim. 
And plagues like serpent-teeth her entrails tore ; 
Crime slipped to ravage thro' a land of crime ! 
In the sack'd sepulchre caroused the mime ; 
On God's high altar sat Idolatry ; 
Before the hariot knelt the nation's prime. 
And sons dragg'd fathers, fathers sons to die ; 
'Till Judgment girt the bow,, on its eternal thigh. 



EXECUTION OF LOUIS XVI. 48 



LXXXIV. 

This w^ our nature freed from God and king ! 
This was Rebellion's consummated dream ! 
Evil unchain'dy — all tortured, torturing ; 
The light pf life-^ wildering phantom gleam, 
The vapour of the hot and livid stream 
Shot from the gory fount of Regicide ; 

The stiife of madness, — ^Fiery hearts, that teem 
With shapes of guilt that but that den could hid^ ; 
Gnashings, and taunts, and groans, ascending wild and wide« 

LXXXV. 

And by that place of torment England sate 
Like a bright spirit with unsleeping eyes, 
Commission'd to keep watch at Hell's dark gate ; 
Hearing within its voice of agonies. 
Seeing its smokes of restless torture rise. 
Itself unstain'd, and on that fearful guard. 
Still holding high communion with the skies ; 
Still on its brow the helmet-diadem starred. 
The splendid plume still pure, the angel cheek unmarr'dr 
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LXXXVI. 

Father and king ! thy more than kingly mind 

Saw the bolt bum, but saw not where it fell. 

For thou wert rapt from dreams of human kind. 

O that one ray had reach'd thy sacred cell^ 

One shout of triumph o'er the Infidel. 

Hadst thou but known what England's arm has done ! 

For we have triumph'd gloriously, — the wheel 
V That bore the oppressor broke, — ^His host q'erthrown, 
Rider and horse ingulph'd, or on the red shore strewn. 

LX XXVII. 

(**) France was in dust, — a dying funeral pyre ; 

But from its embers sprang a sudden throne. 

That round the kingdoms shot resistless fire. 

In its pavilion sate a fearful one. 

Alone in power^ in gloomy guilt alone ; 

Stem, subtle, selfish ;— cruelty his sword, 

Apostacy upon his brow the crown. 

He sat the homicidal empire's lord ; 
Heaven's instrument of woe, man's fear, adored, abhorred. 
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LXXXVIIL 

His glance look'd o'er the nations as a field 
For slaughter,— -and his trumpet rang their knell ; 
For they were stain'd, and Faith's high-tempered shield 
Sank from their grasp before the infidel. 
Then did his heart with impious boastings swell ; 
Sdmoneus ! 'tis thy tale of mockery. 
His meanest thought was might and miracle. 
His idlest word an omen from on high, 
And France, a ready slave, re-echoed all the lie. 

LXXXIX. 

But rushing from its clouds, a viewless grasp 
Seized the impostor in his car of flame. 
And cleft the crown, and tore the vesture's clasp, 
And show'd him as he was ! — ^The nations came 
Around in laughter stem, and lofty shame 
To see the tyrant bend his naked brow. 
Fawning for abject life, — the tiger tame — 
Dragging his chains, — the rabble's vagrant show. 
Licking the dust before his first, last, noblest foe. 
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XC. 

Was this the wor)L of man ? Etanal King, 
Thou hearer of the orphan's midnight cry ! 
What tribute shaU the ransom'd empires bring 
For that new life of Ufe, for Liberty. 
Earth had been one wide dungeon but for thee. 
And man had lived in woe, in woe had died. 
In vain the mighty hills, the surging sea, 
Where could the victim from the oppressor hide,. 
When all her realms lay crush'd beneath one iron stride ? 

XCI. 

The chains were forging fast. — ^The mad career 
Already mark'd its circuit round the ball* 
Then what were Earth, a gloomy, godless sphere, 
A hell anticipated — ^torment, — ^thrall. 
Where one fell nature trampled upon all ; 
Man darkening into dsemon ; crime on crime 
Thick burning, from each fall a lower fyH, 
Till Heaven insulted rose in wrath sublime 
And call'd its fires, and swept the guilty orb from time. 
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XCII. 

The veil is rent aboye us. Twas a word 
Omnipotent, n^hich check'd that final hour. 
It summon'd not the faithful warrior's sword ; 
The world stood hush'd at its descending power. 
Then followed its fierce armies, cloud and shower, 
The hail that shot its arrows from on high, 
The blast that on the atheist host bum'd frore. 
The snow-storm roll'd like midnight on the sky, 
To make the deadly sheet in which their limbs must lie. 

XCIII. 

Magnificence of ruin ! what has time 
In all it ever gazed upon of war. 
Of the wild n^ge of storm, or deadly clime, 
Seen, with that battle's vengeance to compare ? 
How glorious shone the invader's pomp afar? 
Like pamper'd lions from the spoil they came ; 
The land before them silence and despair. 
The land behind them mai^acre and flame ; 
Blood will have blood. — ^What are they now ? a name. 



i 
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XCIV. 

They came by hundred thouBands, column deep. 
Broad square, loose squadron, rolling like the flood * 
When mighty torrents from their channels leap, 
'Whelming the land beneath the multitude 
Of their devouring billows ; on thro' wood, 
O'er rugged hill, down sunless, marshy vale. 
The death-devoted moved, to clangor rude 
Of drum and horn and dissonant clash of mail. 
Glancing disastrous light before that sun-beam pale. 

xcv. 

They reach'd thee, fatal Borodino ! still 
Upon the loaded soil .the carnage lay. 
The human harvest, now stark, stiff and chill. 
Friend, foe, stretch'd thick together, clay to clay ; 
In vain the startled legions spread away ; 
The land was all one naked sepulchre. 
The shrinking eye still glanced on grim decay, 
Still did the hoof and wheel their passage tear 
Thro' cloven hdms and arms and corpses mould'ring drear. 



NAPOLEaN. 4^ 



XCVl. 

The field was as they left it ; fosse and fort 
Steaming with slaughter still, buttlesolate, — 
The cannon flung dismantled by its porte ; 
Each knew the mound, the black ravine whose strait 
Was won and lost, and thronged with dead, till fate 
Had fixed upon the victor — half undone. 
There was the hill, from which their eyes elate 
Had seen the burst of Moscow's golden zone ; 
Now death was at their heels, they shudder'd and rush'd on. 

XCVII. 

Still they rush'd on, thro' height and depth, their line 
Covering the soil with the swift, dazding flow 
Of confli^ration. Autumn's rich decline 
Still Unger'd on the champaign, and its glow 
Tinctured the marshy heatihs and copses low 
With cheating beauty, and their hearts so late 
Dejected, thought no more of overthrow* 
Madmen ! that field of death was but the gate 
To a BtiU deadlier field. They trod the verge of fat^ . 

£ 
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XCVIII. 

The hour of vengeance strikes. Hark to ihe gale. 
As it bursts hollow thro' the rolling clouds. 
That from the north in sullen grandeur sail 
like floating Alps. Advancing darkness broods 
Upon the wild horizon, and the woods, 
Now sinking into brambles, echo slirill, 
As the gust sweeps them, and those upper floods 
Shoot on their leafless boughs the sleet drops chiU, 
That on the crests below in freezing showers distil. 

XCIX. 

They reach the Wilderness ! The majesty 
Of solitude is spread before their gaze, 
Stem nakedness, — dark earth, and wrathful sky. 
If ruins were there they long had ceased to blaze. 
If blood was shed, the ground no more betrays 
Even by a skeleton the crime of man ; 
Behind them rolls the deep adtd drenching haze 
Wrapping Aeir rear in nighty before their van 
The struggling day-light shows the maineasured desert wa 
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C. 

Still on they sweep, as if their hurrying march 
Could bear them from the rushing of his wheel, 
Whose diariot is the whiriwind. Heaven's clear arch 
At once i^ covered with a livid veil. 
In mixed and fighting heaps the deep clouds reel, > 
Upon the dense horizon hangs the sun. 
In sanguine light^ an orb of burning steel ; 
The snows wheel down thro' twilighl^ thick and dtm, 
Now tremble men of blood, the judgment has begun. : 

CI. 

The trumpet of the northern windfthas. bkMva^i , 
Apd itBtmns^irer'd by the dying roar 
Of armies on that boundless: field overthrown : 
Now IB the awful gusts the desert hoar 
Is tenjipested, a sea without a shore, 
Lifting its featheryVavcsi The legions fly ;r— 
Volley on, volley, down the hailstones ppuT 5 — ' 
Blind, famish'd, frozen, mad,. the waixdtitrerj^ die, 
.Aad dyings hear |;b& j^rm but mldet t|iUA4^r by. 
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CII. 

Such is the hand of. Heaven ! (^^) A. human blow 
Had crush'd them in the fight, or flung' the x^hain, . 
Round them where Moscow's stately towers were low. 
And all be stillU But Thou ! thy battle plain 
W^ a whole empire; that devoted train 
Must war from day to day with storm and gloom, 
(Man following, Uke the wolves, to rend Jthe. slain,) 
Must lie from night to night as in a tomb, . 
Must fly, toil, bleed for home ; yet never see that home. 

cm. 

The despot 'scaped ; for his was yet to show 

What mimes may play ambition's haughtiest party . 
To show the recreant branded on his brow. 
Whose noblest art was but the.slaughterer's art ; 
Lest future villains from the mire should. start, 
And rave, and slay, and dare to <5all it fame* 
Behold him wm^ the man without a hieart. 
Him <>f the battles, — him the soul, of flame,r— 
Scom'd^ banish'd) chain'd for life ; and gladtcUve in shame. 
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CIV. 

He 's gone ! — ^The world in arms pronounced his ban, 
His wand is plunged ten thousand fathoms deep : 
The sword of wrath has broke his tah'sman ; 
And now, to his foul tomb content to creep, 
The outcast wanders on the loneUest steep. 
That ever whiten'd to the ocean wave ; 
A monument of blasted guilt, to weep, 
If his hard eye can weep, the price he gave. 
To meet that spot at last, — his prison and his grave. 

CV. 

Look on the exile ! — ^ay, that gloomy steep 
May show him sights the world could never show. 
Conscience has slept, i)ut shall it always sleep? 
Ejiows he not things 'tis agony to know? 
Do not the murder'd on his vision grow? 
What are ye to his midnight,— -rack and wheel ; 
When conscience heaps the coals upon his brow ? 
Tho' sheadied in selfishness from head to heel. 
The assassin's lonely heart shall suffer,-Hif not fuL 
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CVI. 

But he has perish'd, as the broken surge 
That at his feet now dies along the shore : 
The scourge's work fulfiird — the gory scourge 
Is flung abhorr'd away— his world is o'er. 
Fool ! see thy emblem ; where with rush and roar 
The ocean-pillar whirls to meet the sky, (*•) 
Ploughing with giant spjeed the waters hoar, 
Fear to the distant, ruin to the nigh ; 
It bursts — it sinks — ^'tis gone-^its very echoes die. 

CVII. 
Earth shook with that wild empire's overthrow ; 
And the foundations, that as fate seem'd deep. 
Are dust-r-and England gave the final blow. 
France rush'd like lava from the mountain's steep. 
But England met it .with the ocean's sweep. 
And o'er it roU'd in towering majesty. 
Leaving its burning mass, a gloomy heap. 
Transcendent Waterloo ! — ^thy name shall die ; 
But die on the same pile with glory, memoly 1 
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CVIII. 

Monarch of England ! ('») in our trial-hour, 

Thy prayer was to thy people shield and sword ; 

Thy secret spirit was a living power. 
(*) Like his that on the mountain's brow ador'd 

When round its base the pagan battle roar'd ; 

The lifting of thy hands was victory ; 

A deadUer host around our mountain pour'd. 

Now dust and ashes on their standards lie, 
Vet was that triumph hid from thy paternal eye ! 

CIX. 

It was in mercy ! Thou wast spared the blow, 
Worse than the worst that bruised our victor crest : 
Thou didst not see her beauty pale and low. 
Whose iuiancy was to thy bosom prest. 
She bloom'd before thee, and thine age was blest. 
And it was spared the after-pang that wrung 
An empire's heart, and she was laid at rest. 
Beneath the banner on thy turrets hung ; 
Thou knew'st not that she slept, thy beautiful, thy young. 
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ex. 

Thou didst not stand and mourn beside the bed 
That held the dying partner of fhy throne. 
Thou didst not bend a father's hoary head 
In hopeless sorrow o'er thy princely son. 
Servant of God ! thy pilgrimage was done ! 
And dreams of Heaven were round thy lontdy tower; 
Still lived to thee each loved and parted one ; 
Till on thine eye-ball burst th' immortal hour. 
And the dead met thy gaze in angel light and power. 

CXI. 
We talk not of the parting rites — the pomp— 
Our heart above our Father's grave decays. 
Yet all was regal there ; the silver tromp. 
The proud procession thro' the Gothic maze. 
The silken banner, thousand torches' blaze. 
Gilding the painted pane, and imaged stone; 
The chapel's deeper glow, — ^the cresset's rays. 
Like diamonds on the wall of velvet strown, 
Aod, flashings from the roof/ the helm, and gonfalon. 
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CXII. 

Yet still the thought is hallow'd ; and the train 
Of solemn memories o'er the mind will come 
With long and lofty pleasure, touched by p«B. 
I hear the anthem ; now as in the tomb 
Dying away ; — ^tfaen, thro' the upper gloom 
RoU'd, like the Judgment thunders from the cloud. 
Above that deep and gorgeous catacomb, 
Where sat the nationV mightiest, pale, and proud, 
Throned in their dim alcoves, each fix'd as in his shroud. 



cxin. 

Still lives the vision of the kingly hall, 
The noble kneeling in his canopy. 
The prelate in his sculptured, shadowy stall, 
The knight beneath his falchion glittering high, 
All bending on a central pall the eye. 
Where melancholy gleams a crown of gold. 
An empty crown. Tis sinking, silently, 
Tis gone } yet does the living world not hold 
A purer heart than now beneath that crown is cotd. 
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CXIV. 
And ye. ethereal ministrants^ whose eyes 
Night veils not; splendid watchers of our sphere; 
Heard ye not rising to ypur solemn skies 
From the land's widest limits voices drear^ 
As if in each that moment sank the bier ? 
Frpm momit and shore roll'd up the mighty pe^l/ 
Then died ! — '.and all was death-like on the ear. 
But.it was gQUQ afar, the ocean's swell 
RQund the husb'd world had borne its noblest pion^^rch's knell. 



CXV. 
Raise we his mp^ument ! , what giant pile 
Shall honour him to £^r posterity? 
His monupient shall be his oce^n-isle^ 
The vojioe of his redeeaung thunders be 
His epitaph upoi^ the silver sea. 
And millioi;! spijitd from whose oecks he t^re 
The fetter, and tocmde §oul and body friee; 
And unborn millions ifrom earth's farthest shore 
Shall bless the Christian King, till the last sun is^ o'er. 
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CXVI. 

Twilight has come in saffron mists embower'd, 
For the broad sun is on the Atlantic surge, 
Now sparkling in the' fiery flashes shower'd 
From his swift wheels ; the forest vapours urge 
Their solemn wings above — white stars emerge 
From the dark east, like spires of mountain snows 
Touch'd by the light upon th' horizon's verge ; 
Just rising from her 'sleep, the young moon shows, 
Supine upon the clouds, her cheek suffused with rose. 

cxvii. 

This is the loveUest h6uF of all that day 
Calls upwards;thro' its kingdom of the air. — 
The sights fisd. sounds of earth. have died away. 
Above, the clouds are.roU'di^i^iast the gljure 
Of the red weat-+-high vDlumed waves that, war 
Against ^a diamond promontory's side, 
Crested M[ith one sweet, f^oUtary star. 
That like a watch fire Ambles o>r the tide, 
Brightejlingitmthrwery «b8^e:that on .its j^uyge^olh n4e. 
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CXVIIL 

Swift changes are at hand ; the chiller gale ' 
Strikes through the vapoury depths, and all are tdst 
O'er the blue champaign, scatter'd, broken, pale : 
Yet, Uke the scattering of a Persian host, 
That strews the field with vanes and arms embost 
With royal blazon and the light of gems, 
Magnificent in the defiling dust; — 
On the clear'd heaven still many a firagment gleams. 
As hewn from chrysoUte rocks, or dyed in ruby iM^eams. 

' OXIX. 

Again, the ranks are rising thro' the gloom 
Like pilgrims crowding to their sun-^od's fane. 
Illumed with sudden beauty as they come ; 
An airy embassy from earth and main. 
Each robed in its delicious native stain, 
TCe forests' umber'd brown— >the vermeil ^ow*' 
That evening kindles on the mountain diain, 
The azure of the lake, the foaiby mow 
That dances on the surge, when winds are w3d below; -. 
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cxx. 

The gale has roused ite strength* — ^The glittering march- 
Is check'd — dissolv'd — ^the whirling vapours fly 
Up to the zenith ; then^ ia arch on arch 
Black ribbM and vast, descending span the sky. 
Along the dome the stars hang quiveringly^ 
Like wind-shook lamps. Thro' the huge aisles anon. 
Tall, sable shadows thicken on the eye, 
Procession endless,— to the heavy tone 
Of the funereal. wind. Day to its grave has gone ! 

CXXL 

Now Night sits sovereign on the boundless Heaven^ 
That in its shade looks sad yet beautiful, 
like death upon the lids of one forgiven. 
These are the moments when the world's control 
' Seems calm'd,-^e fetter, loosen'd from the soul 
The bosons hush'd by the descended, dove^-^ 
When all our speech is but strong tears that roll 
From eyes^ scarce conscious.of their gaze above ; 
Hie swelling of: the .heart^r-involuntary love! 
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exxii. 

Spirits ol light, do ye not stoop to earth 
To stand by us in beauty when our gaze 
Is fix'd on Heayen,— to fill us with the biith 
Of thoughts immortal?— In the argent phase 
Of the lone, lovely moon, — the shafted rays 
Shot from the stars,— <-the ether's sharde^ sea 
Where in bewilder'd pomp the comet strays/r^ 
Pressing upon the soul Infinity, 
His burning might whom eye hath seen not iumt cazi see. 

CXXIII. 
*^ These are thy glorious works/' The rolling woild 

« 

Is full of beauty made for. man. to love. 
The sun might plunge in nighty^like lightning whiii'd 
Into the sea's black bosom, and above 
Leave no fond, farewell beam ; the^dotdajnight wve 
Unpainted by the mcum «'er dale abd hill> . . 
No ^ veining fra^^ianoe hover round the grovl^y 
No evemi^ MusicpxDhiii^ttr &om die oU^ew 
All nature statnp'd tiiMh^ai«^^^steib :«Ad 
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CXXIV. 

Earth was absolved ; (^^) the primal curse was gone 
The hour the deluge found its hollow shore. 
Man's bread no more in bitterness is sown. * 
Yet all are pilgrims, and the foot is sore 
With many a thorn before the travel's o'er, 
That all must tread along the narrow vale.'* 
And Nature has its tears, like drops of gore,-^ 
Past human help, — ^th&t make the spirit pale, 
Tears that leave life a dream, a broken reed, a tale. 

cxxv: 

The world must still hive trial, but the pang 
That makes the trial agony is crime. 
There lies the poison of the viper's fang. 
But toil was ^l^ted in our path sublime 
To make our virtue life, to nerv6 our prime 
Worthy the high supremacy to eoine^ 
To send iis'fi'Om the? cloudy gat^ df TIttie, 
No feeble tSrths of tli6 sutrenderiilg tomb, - - 
Btit kingly ;-^fit for Heaven, lords of the«fd#n and pltiine. 
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CXXVl. 

For wisdom dies not with the <lead ! — ^the mind 
Sinewed with knowledge — the ennobled heart 
That shrove its nature s bondage to unbind, 
Shall noblest on the race immortal start. 
He that on earth has chosen the better part — 
Shall shine, where all is bright, as star o'er star,— r 
Sublimer visions through his soul shall dart — 
Knowledge and virtue wreathing his tiar — 
Even ere his wing's first sweep leaves Earth's pale orb afar- 

CXXVII. 
Yet, if the shaft does strike us on its way, 
Mourn we as those who have no hope ? The wound 
Is felt, but felt as mercy, and we lay 
Inquiry on our spirit's depths, and sound 
Its darkness till the evil place is found. 
Then worship, weep ;<*— but those are gentle tears. 
They sink not voiceless in the thirsty ground. ^. 

There is an eye that sees, an ear that hears ; 
And that hour's sorrow makes the joy of hallow'd. yeanu 
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CXXVIII. 

And in the darkest shade of pilgrimage 
We have our comforter,— The mighty Book ! 
Written m Ught and wisdom, on whose page 
No humbled heart in vain has look'd, shall look ; 
The history of glorious lives that took 
Woe for their privilege,— were dungeoned, slain ; — 
The manacle, the sword, the flame that broke 
From their own burning limbs, all counted gain, 
Till from a thankless world they loosed the heavier chain. 

CXXIX. 

Ouilt, folly, mad ambition, yet were left 
To range X)'er earth their long appointed hour^ 
Till upon Satan's brow the crown was cleft. 
A storm of fate is gathering ; does it lower 
To dart upon his throne the fiery shower ? 
Or lift him on his desolate way again? 
Sending him forth, in doom'd and doubled power — 
To wreck his final malice among men, 
Before th' archangel's hsmd shall seal hitn in his den ? 

V 

r 
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. iCXXX. .' 
(tt)Silence is breathless round m^ yet the cliash 
Of arms is deepening on ihe-inward «ftr. 
Darkness has wrapt me, yet I see.th^ dash 
Of horse and horseman <m the bloody spear. 
The stormy roar adwudoes-^^hark ! I hear 
The burst of battle on the Apennine. 
Now Alp tO'Alp 6bootS' up the splendour drear 
Of beacons^ and i»teep ranka of warriors line 
Forest and vale and ridge, up to the granite spine. 

CXXXL , 

The wrath has bum'd for ages, that must fall 
On Rome,*'!-gigaittic> living.sepulchre^l 
Do not the courts of Heaven resound th^ call 
Of those, who in their bloody robes appear (^) 
Beneath the altar^^hath their king no ear? 
When shall the Ghpeat Pollution be undone, 
That held the earfli in blindness, guilt and fear? 
Are those aerial shouts^ this rushing on. 
Of viewless chivalry/ the summons from the throne ? 
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CXXXII. 

But stdop or pass the tempest as it will ; 
The hour is fix'd^ when the Resplendent One 
Seen by the Prophet in his Patmos idle, 
The Seraph, from whose forehead flames the sun. 
Shall bid the Evil City be undone ; 
Then with one fiery foot upon the shore, 
And one uponthe ocean's shrinking zone. 
With lifted hand and thunder's sevenfold roar. 
Send up his cry to Heaven, that Time shall be no more. 

CXXXIII. 

Then the Deliverance comes ! the crimson scroll 
Writ with the madness of six thousand years. 
Shall be like snow ; from Heaven the clouds shall roll ; 
The Earth no longer be the vale of tears. 
Speed on your swiftest wheels, ye golden spheres. 
To bring the splendors of that morning nigh. 
Already the forgiven desert bears 
The rose ; the Pagan Ufts th' adoring eye, 
The exiled Hebrew seeks the day-break in the sky! 

F 2 
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CXXXIV. 

I see the Tribes returning in their pomp ^ 
Before them moves the Babe of Bethlehem's star : 
They come with shout and hymn, and uplift trump 
That rang of old on Sion^s holy air. 
They come from every region wild and far. 
That woe e'er trod, with every swarthy stain 
Of storm, and slavery, and barbaric war ; 
Sons of the desert, dungeon, mountain, main ; 
Turban'd, and capp'd and helm'd, a countless^ boundless train. 

cxxxv. 

One conflict more, the fiercest and the last \ 
When the old dragon-monarch of the air 
His sails upon the groaning storm shall cast^ 
To fight the final battle of despair. 
But from the cope of Heaven a sword shall share 
His fiery pinion in the sight of man. 
Down to the depths shall rush th' eclipsing star. 
Condemned the cup of agonies to drain, 
A thousand years of night, — wild horror,— scorpion pain ! 
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CXXXVI. 
Ancient of Days ! that high above all height 
Sitt'st on the circle of eternity ! 
The hour shall come, when all shall know thy might. 
And earth be heayen, for it shall look on thee I 
Blessed the eye which lives that day to see. 
The grave may wrap me ere its glorious sun : 
Even, Father, as thou wilt ; but thou art he. 
That sees the sparrow perish from thy throne ; 
Father, in life or death, thy sovereign will be done. 



END OF PARIS. PART IT. 
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Note 1, page 2, line 3. 
** Behold that golden portal.** 

The principal parade of the troops in Paris is in the court 
of the Tuilleries. Napoleon usually took his place in 
front of the entrance to the palace, or in the balcony above 
it. The chief part of the army that afterwards perished at 
Waterloo, defiled through this court under his eye. 

Note 2, page 3, line 1. 
" The glorious Grecian Steeds.*' 

Napoleon's plunder of the Italian works of art, was, 
throughout, a work of lawless and perfidious robbery ; a mere 
operation of the sword. But the Venetian horses afforded 
a strong temptation to a conqueror. From the fame of their 
antiquity, and the connexion of their change of place with 
signal political change, they form, perhaps, the most 
curious trophy in the world. Their history has been a matter 
of late and violent controversy, but it seems to be settled 
nearly in this order. 

Our first trace of them is at Corinth. They were carried 
from it to Rome by the Consul Mummius, after the defeat of 
Dioeus, in the 145th year before the Christian ^ra. Corinth 
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was immediately burned, and Greece broken down into a 
Roman province, and its name changed to Achaia. At 
Rome those horses held the place of honour, and from 
medals, appear to have stood successively on the triumphal 
arches of Augustus, Nero, Domitian, Trajan, and Constantine. 
With Constantine they left Rome, after a stay of five hundred 
years, and took their place in the hippodrome of his new 
capital. From that hour Rome began to decline. At Con- 
stantinople they remained for eight hundred years, till on its 
capture by the Latins in 1204, they fell to the share of the 
Venetians, and were carried to Venice. Constantinople after 
that event sank from her '^ high estate," till she was finally 
the prize of the Ottoman. At Venice they stood for six 
hundred years, till, after the conquest of Italy, they were 
brought |;o Paris. The transition to Venice from the capital 
of the eastern empire, was no lowering of their dignity. Ve- 
nice was then one of the most powerful, and altogether the 
most extraordinary, among the states of the world. The 
fleet which she sent to Constantinople, was of 580 sail. She 
was the England of her day. 

'' Questi P«Uazd e qiiesti loggie, or colte 
D* ostri, di manni, e di figure elette. 
Fur poche e basse case insieme accolte, 
Deserti, lidi, e po^ere isolette."— Della Casa. 

After Venice had sustained herself thirteen hundred years, 
her constitution was totally subverted by Napoleon, and her 
territory made a province. The horses have been now borne 
back from Paris, at the moment of destroying the rebel em- 
pire, and Venice is the first state to which they have ever 
returned. Those are curious coincidences; of course 
they are mentioned merely as coincidences. The true won- 
der is in their having survived through so many insurrections, 
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wars, and plunderings, where their material was so nJuable 
as a spoil, and where it was so commonly turned into the 

" Urceoli, pelyes, sartago, patellaB."— Jov. 

The Venetian Doge in 1204, was Dandolo. This man might 
have been quoted by Comaro as his finest example of the 
glories that may be in reserve for vigorous longevity. Had 
Dandolo died at 80, he would have been unknown. At 84 
he was chosen Doge df Venice, when Venice was in her 
grandeur. He led the attack on Constantinople, standing in 
complete armour at the head of the foremost galley, and 
took the city. He next commanded the Venetians at the 
siege of Jerusalem, and received the highest honour that 
could then be paid to man : he was offered by the whole 
army the crown of Jerusalem. Conqueror of the capital of 
the East, and chosen Sovereign of the capital of the Christian 
world, his honour from others was beyond all increase ; his 
own noble mind was to consumniate this splendid career, and 
he rose to the highest reach of glory and self-denial by de- 
clining the offer of the sacred crown in favour of a younger 
Chieftain. During this unexampled course of valour and tri- 
umph, Dandolo was blind ! He had lost his eyes at an early 
period by the blow of a sword. He died on his return from 
Jerusalem, at the age of 94. There appears among the phi- 
losophers, soldiers, or statesmen, of history, no instance of 
faculties so employed and so vigorous at his years. 

Note 3, page 10, line 10. 
" Such is the sport of time** 

There is an old presumption that all States contain the 
seeds of necessary decay ; that as they observe ap obvious 
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progress in their growth, they must go down and perish by 
an inevitable law. But there is no fact to sustain this theory 
of ruin. In every fallen state of the ancient world, the fall is 
the palpable result of circumstances that might have been 
avbided by common wisdom, and common virtue. They 
perished through excessive moral depravity. Their extinction 
was the result of the enormous vice which rotted the national 
heart. Heathenism was at once the curse of the mind, and 
the corruption of the body. . Christianity, by infusing a purer 
spirit, established a powerful corrective of the canker of 
national prosperity. Since the fall of the Roman empire,, 
that mighty sacrifice pn the altar of Paganism, no. great Eu- 
ropean Dominion has been extinguished. There. has been 
change, and castigation; tumult and. terror have overflowed 
the land ; but there has been no absorption, no. sinking of the 
foundations, no breaking up of the fountains of the deep. 
The visitation has passed away, and the soil has re-appeared 
with its ancient boundaries, scarcely fractured. The French, 
empire was an unnatural and feverish distention : it has sub- 
sided, and France stands in its ancient health and figure.. 
England is at this hour more influential round the globe 
than she has ever been ; yet she has already rivalled the pros- 
perous, longevity of ancient Rome. She has been a Sovereign 
dmpst a thousand years. 

Note 4, page 12, line 10. 
" The Louvre halls arefiWd:' 

The removal of this plunder from France, was one of the 
wisest acts of the allies. It was not less one of the most mer- 
ciful to the people. Without it, all the reasoning of inan could 
not have convinced the French that they were not still for« 
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midable to Europe; and in the calamitous and perverted 
habits of France, such a belief might have been the first sti- 
mulant to rebellion. Their feelings were not hurt by this 
addition to their wisdom. They have covered their gallery- 
walls again with frames and canvass, and are happy with the 
school of David ! 

The gallery was a most magnificent sight. A vista of 
1,300 feet of pictures, pillars of precious marble, and massive 
gilding. The. first sensation seemed to be the same to all 
spectators, a feeling of eager, uneasy wonder. It required 
days to be able to look upon this dazzling collection with the 
calmness necessary to enjoyment. 



Note 5, page 17, line 6. 
Quidofor this flung down J' 



u 



Guido was notorious for dissolute habits. By a singular 
contrast, his talents lay in the expression of pensive and me- 
lancholy devotion. His " Penitence of St. Peter," is consi- 
dered to be his chef-d^tBuvre. 

Note 6, page 18, line 1. 
" Behold the masterpiecey 

Raphael died before forty, and in the full vigour of his 
fame. The '^ Transfiguration" is his most famous picture. 
It was carried before his bier. 

Note 7, page 19, line 1. 
'' Resplendent Titian.*' 

The Peter Martyr, perhaps the finest picture by the great 
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Venetiao, wat placed opposite to the '^ Traiitfig;tiratuMi.'' It 
is nearly of the same size, and was its rival in conception and 
colour. Bat the pencil was unworthily expended on its 
subject. 

<' Innocent IVth, in the year 1251 , appointed Vivianus 
Bergomensis and Peter of Verona inquisitors of the faith 
in Milan, and gave them letters, in which he taxed the 
emperor Frederic with heresy. This Peter of Verona as he 
was going from Como to Milan, 1252, to extirpate heresy, a 
certain believer of the heretics attacked him on his journey, 
and despatched him with many wounds. He was canonized- 
by Alexander IV., and is worshipped as a martyr by the 
Dominicans. Next to Dominic, they esteem him as patron 
and prince of the holy office of the Inquisition, since he was 
the first who consecrated it by his blood. The ministers 
also of the Inquisition, which they call in Italy Cross-bearers, 
are from him called co-brothers of Peter the Martyr ; and in 
the very ensigns of his office he is painted as a martyr, and 
protector of this sacred tribunal, with a silken cross of a red 
colour, interwoven with gold, as the emblem of his mar- 
tyrdom." — Limborck. 



Note 8,. page 20, line 10. 
" Now, to thee loveliest,^* 

The Marriage of St. Catherine was the finest Corregio in 
the gallery. The saint is sitting surrounded with imple- 
ments of martyrdom, and receiving the ring which wedded 
her to the church. Her countenance is thoughtful and 
touching, handsome and Italian, but matchless for its tender 
resignation. 
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Note 9, page 26, line 1. 
" But aU js raptujrey reverence. 



i» 



In the fine lines of the Oxford prize-poem on the Apollo, 
its character is given as in impetuous action, 

» 

** Burns his indignant cheek with vengeful fire, 
And his lip quivers with insulting ire/* 

But to the generality, the master-beauty of the figgre lies 
in its absence of all passionate expression. The lip is 
scornful, but its scorn seeihs" of the mildest and most com- 
posed nature. The attitude is probably the calmest that is 
consistent with action. The god might be thought to 
have sent out the arrow less ^th an effort than with a 
command. 

Note 10, p9lge 26, line 16, 
" Bouni^ to the Mystic Isle.** 

Some of the Gr^ek su{Serstitions w^ere almost of romantic 
elegance. Ih Delos neither the grave, nor the funeral-pile, 
nor child-birth were allowed. Tke women likely to become 
toothers were sent for the time' to a neighbouring island. 
Every year k laurelled deputation from Atheifs visited the 
temple and Sacrificed in Aiemory of the deliverance of Theseus 
from the Minotaur. Their vessel was called the ^' Immortal," 
and was' the same which had borne him home. 

During its absence, no execution was suffered in Athens. 

In the Persian invasion the sanctity of Delos awed the 
barbarian, and it was the only island passed without plunder. 
The temple at Delphi was equally fortunate. A detachment 
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sent to seize its treasures were repelled by the '' sadden 
thnnderS) and the presence of the deity.*' The priests seem 
to have been more intelligent than those of the other 
shrines. This statue was found three centuries sincey;ui the 
ruins of Nero's palace at Antium. The Roman tyrant rwas 
nearly as great a collector as the Corsican one, and in neariy 
the same style. The palace was ornamented by the activity 
of his commissaxre and freedman Acratas among the Greek 
tempM. 

Note 11, page 28, line 1. 
** Xoocoofi.*' 

The principal figure haa^een constantly en butte of con« 
noisseurship for his disregard of his children's suf- 
ferings. But no great artist, and of all artists no Greek, 
could have fallen into so palpable a departure from the truth 
of passion. Laocoon is a prince, a priest, and a patriot; he 
has just denounced the ruin of his country, and he is 
perishing for having done the noblest' duty. His eyes are 
not turned downwards to lament over his children, when he 
is full of the fates of Tvoy. They are fixed on Heaven 
in mortal agony, but with a haughty and supernatural 
elevation. The children are disproportidned. But they may 
have been less intended as actual repre^ntatives of the 
sons, than as notices of their place ; less to complete the 
group, than to' give a conception of the history. The effect 
redounds in turning the undivided attention on the principal 
figure. 

Note 12, page 28, line 10. 
*' A Warrior on his Shield." 

" Collecting all his energies to die" is one of many striking 
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Cknioeptions In an Oxford prize^poem ontIieI)yifi9 CHadUUor; 
but it scarcely conveys the expression of the statue. The 
I>]^iig Oladiator is coUecHng no energies. His strength 
is totally gone, his eye looks blind, the flatness and 
flaccidness of muscle in the whole form, and the hollow dis- 
tortion of the countenance, show that'all power and mind are 
extinguished within him. . His face and figure give the heavy 
sickness, and not the agony, of a mortal wound. There 
is no thiuking in his features. His bulk is thrown fifr the 
moment on one giant arm ; but in the next nothing can save 
it from giving way, or the head from Pushing on its croum 
to the earth, or the man from being dead at the moment of 
Its plunge. 

This statue, of the highest ^ellence in its style of 
strong expression, is generally supposed to represent, not a 
gladiator but a German dying on the field. 

The allusions in the stanzas refer to the celebrated descrip- 
tion of the march of the Roman army, to find the remains 
of Varus and his legions. '^ Igitur cupido Ceesarem invadit 
solvendi suprema militibus," jrc. — Tacitus, Annal. Lib. 1. 

Note 13, page 30, line 10« 
" And have / then forgot thee ?** 

The Apollo stood in a niche exposed to a side-flight, the 
Venus opposite to a window. Her first view disappointed 
every one, but she gained upon the eye, and admiration 
seemed to be at length won by her, not inferior to that which 
was given at once to the dazzling elegance of the Apollo. 
The Greek artists were purer than their mythology. Their 
goddess of Love is in general a being of grace and placid 
beauty. The Venus de' Medici is more animated than her 

G 
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compeers, but htr attitude is a triumphant and inc o n i pargbb 
efibrt to reprelent the nude figure idth Ae mcHst pttfeei 
absence of indelicacy. ^The descriptions in the text^are gtyki 
only as sketches, necessarily limited by the nature and length 
«f the poem. 



Note 14, page 36, line 1. 
" The place is for the numesJ** 

« 

The garden of the Tuilleries is a piece of absurdity, so 
far as taste is concerned ; but it must be allowed, that in so 
limited a space little more could have been done by inge- 
nuity to accommodate and amuse the population. St. 
James's Park, desolate as it is, is at least four times the 
area, and with ten times the capabilities of a garden, which 
forms one of the actual pleasures of Paris. 



Note 15, page 37, line 1. 
There is a flash of steel thro* yonder trees J* 



it 



The British camp was at this time in the Champs ElysieSy 
on the edge of the place Louis Quinze, where the late king 
had been executed. What follows is from Clery's Narrative^ 

** All the troops in Paris had been under arms from five 
o*clock in the morning. The beat of drums, the clash of 
arms, the trampling of horses, the removal of cannon, which 
were incessantly carried from one place to another, all re- 
sounded at the Tower. At eight the noise increased, and 
the doors were thrown open with great bustle, when San- 
terre, accompanied by seven or eight municipal officers, en- 
tered at the head of ten soldiers, and drew them up in two 
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lines. The King o^me out of his closet, and said — 
^' You are come for me." Yes, was the answer. '^ A mo- 
ment/^ said the King, and went into the closet, from which 
lie instantly returned, followed by his confess<Mr. He had 
his will in his hand, and s^ddressing a municipal officer, 
(Jaques Roux) said— -'^ I beg you to give this paper to the 
Queen, my wife." — " It is no business of mine," replied he, 
refusing to take it, " I am come here to conduct you to the 
4sca£^d." His majesty then looked at Santerre, and said— > 
*f Lead on." 

Clery had preyiously detailed the King*s passing that me- 
Itneholy tnoming. He had risen at five, and heard mass, 
with a chest of drawers for tat altar. He was fervent and 
resigned. The eourage which failed him in the presence of his 
family, grew strong when he had to meet misfortune alone, 
and he died as he had lived, a Christian, ** without offence 
and without guile.^ His death an honour to the name of 
king-^his bloodshedding a fearful crime to France, and a 
solemn warning to all nations for all time to come. 

On his way to the scaffold, by the Boulevard, it was pro- 
hibited to open any doors or windows. The same prohibi- 
tion was extended to the Place de la Revolution, (now Louis 
Quinze), and none but the Vilest mob were suffered to be 
present in the square. Louis died on Sunday, January 21, 
1793, at ten minutes past ten o'clock in the forenoon. 

The French have now sworn allegiance again. 

HOM. 
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Note 16, page 44, line 10. 
^ FroMce wag in dust J* 

The most accurate character of Napoleon has been thus 
•given in a distinguished periodical publication : 

*' He still seems to us a man of consummate conduct, va- 
lour, and decision in war, but without the virtues or even 
the generous and social vices of a soldier of fortune, — of 
matchless activity indeed, and boimdless ambition, but en- 
tirely without principleyfeeUngy or affection, suspicious, cruel, 
and overbearing ; — selfish and solitary in all his pursuits and 
gratifications ; proud and over-weening to the very borders of 
insanity ; — and considering at last the laws of honour and 
the principles of morality, equally beneath his notice with 
the feelings of other men. Despising those who submitted to 
his pretensions, and pursuing with implacable hatred all who 
presumed to resist them, he seems to liave gone on ia a 
growing confidence in his own fortune, and a contempt for 
mankind-^till a serious check from without showed him the 
error of his calculation, and betrayed the fatal insecurity of 
a career which reckoned only on prosperity. Over the 
downfall of such a man it is fitting that the world should 
rejoice. — Edinburgh Review, April, 1814. 

This character is true, it has on it the marks of close in- 
quiry, it has been confirmed by all experience, and yet it 
gives the image of a fiend rather than of a man. The cruel 
selfishness, the insatiable pride, the implacable hatred, the 
insolent and treacherous scorn of all principle ; add to 
those, great activity, ambition, and talents ; and what shade 
is wanting to deepen the figure into fiendish hostility to the 
human race ? That Napoleon's fellow-culprits should call 
out for his liberation is only in the common nature of con- 
spiracy. But that this cry should be echoed by Englishmen, 
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not themselves conspirators ; that the lovers of freedom, that 
patriots, that philanthropists, that religious men, should 
delight to eulogise the most undisguised and ferocious of 
tyrants, the sworn enemy of England, the notorious as- 
sassin, the public and ostentatious apostate from Chris- 
tianity, is to be reckoned only among the frenzies that Fac- 
tion works among its slaves and victims. 



Note 17, page 52, line L 
*' Such is the hand of Heaven^ 



»t 



This was the greatest deliverance since the Christian era ; 
altogether greater than the rout of the Saracens by M artel, 
or of the Turks by Sobieski. It was the battle not of man 
but of the elements. A deluding spirit seemed to have been 
commissioned against Napoleon ; and the destruction of his 
army was accomplished with a fulness of untired, irresis- 
tible, ruinous hostility, that has no example in warfare. The 
retreat from Russia was the death-blow of the Jacobin em- 
pire. . The history of that retreat is yet to be written — a 
noble and cheering task — the historian will be walking in the 
palpable steps of Providence. 

Note 18). page 54, line 6. 
; , . " Fool, see thy emblem,*^ 

ThewaterrSpout is a frequent phsenomenon in the South- 
ern Ocean* 

Note 19y page 55, line 1. 
" Monarch qf England.^ 

It is remarkable that the late King, whose cTosing years 
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were so mnineatly cheti&hed and hallowed by the national 
hearty was once exposed to the most unsparing popnlar ob- 
loquy. Sach is the wisdom of the populace. The most pa- 
triotiCy benevolent, and purest-minded of sovereigns was for 
years held iip by party malignity for the common mark of 
evil passions. In the madness of the time conspiracy was 
levelled against the life of that man, whom, when the mad- 
ness had cooled, the conspirators would have hazarded their 
lives to protect. The same violence has been let loose 
against his successor, and it will be followed by the same 
honourable and sincere repentance. 



Note 20, page 65, line 4. 
" The lifting of thy hands was victory. 

Exodus, c. xvii. v. 1 1 . 



f* 



Note 21, page 63, line 1. 
^' Earth was absolved*^ 
Genesis, c. viii. v. 21. 

Note 22, page ^6, line 1. 
" Silence is breathless round me.*' 

The late violences in Italy may be the mere effervescence 
of the profligate principles sowed through it by the French 
Revolution. But the spirit of tumult is not extinguished 
with the tumult. It is not improbable that the great overthrow 
of the Romish superstition will commence in that country. 
The downfall of popery by a vast, tremendous, approaching 
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concussion^ in which the hand of Heaven will be made 
visible to the earth, is written in letters of light in the 
Apocalypse. It is to be the signal of universal Christianity. 

Note 23, page 66, line 13. 
" Of those f who in their hhody robes J' 

Revelations, c. vi. v. 9. 



NAPOLEON. 



I HATE thee, England ! Not that thou 
Hast cast me where I perish now : 
Not that thy hand has stampt my name 
On valour^s lips a scoff and shame ; 
But that I see, and cursing see, 
Thy soil, the Temple of the free. 
Land of the' unconquerable mind. 
Still Chamjpion, Sovereign of Mankind ! 
I hate thee, that thy matchless throne 
Shadows no slave on Earth, but one ; 
That one. Earth's ban and scorn, the slave 
That moulders in this dungeon-cave. 
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And shall no after legend tell 

The glorious strife in which he fell, 

Roshing with his bosom gored 

On the shrinking victor's sword^ 

Sending out his dying groan 

In sounds like Monarchies undone? 

Heaven ! when in fire my eagles flew 

O'er thy red torrent^ Waterloo, 

Had I but in the turning- tide 

Plunged, my. diahonour'd head, and died ! 

had I but ,the heart to die ! 

1 fled — ^my Regions saw me fly.— • 
Now, — ^where yon billow darkly dashes, 
Mufi^ sleep jthe coward Exile's ashes ; 
After miEMiy^d' shapelesa day, 
Waste4,jweary, worn away, 

After m9,ny a^i agony 
Crowding on the sleepless eye. 
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Till, by the living world fbrgot. 
Nor Regicide's nor Rebel's thought 
Glancing tow'rds the distant wave, 
Where earthward bent, in dull decay 
The Ancient Exile wastes away, 
I leave the prison for the grave ! 



I i« 



And my old murderers one by one 

Sink from me, l«ft alone-*4done ! - 

like me y^iAfh passing splendours curst 

And but for me> fin 'evil first. 

Tost from a Man's stre^uiing bier, 

Sleeps sfardudless, base LaIsedoybre ; 

Defiling with his gore die clay 

Feasts the«l.ow worm the Traitor Ney ; 

And M urat's blazing remnants gave 

Pollution to the Itdiap wave. 

Fool !— On whose brow the Royal ring 
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1 flung in mockery--*to fling 
Ccmtempt upon the name of King. 



The peasant musket laid him low, 
His knell is rung ; what is he now I 
His life in guilt^^s end in fear, 
Spain howling vengeance in his ear. 
So sank the Man of Massacre. 
So shall they perish, one and all. 
The bloodier rise, the bloodier fall. 
Each in his turn of terror laid 
Beneath the bullet or the blade. 
And every quivering slave shall die 
Concocting on his lip the lie,' 
Spum'd from Ufe, yet loath to part^ 
Telling of his loyal heart, 
Winding up with weep and wail, 
His falsehood, idle^ odious, stale. 
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t)h! for the storm of woe and crime. 

That swept me upwards once, sublime. 

When canning claimM, what chance achieved, 

Till the wild dream myself deceived. 

Half deem'd of more than mortal birth. 

Or earthbom, but to trample earth ; 

A cloud, earth's evil to absorb, . . 

Then stoop in lightnings on its orb ; 

A planet, from its centre hurl'd. 

To dazzle and to waste the world ; _ 

A sceptred, desperate, demon thing. 

Let loose for mankind's suffering. 

While earth my fiery transit eyed. 

Trembled, beUeved, and deified. 

^Tis past — ^the- crown in slaughter worn 
From my dark brow in wrath was torn, 
I lived — to bear fate's basest blow. 
To cow'r before my proudest foe ; — 
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I lived, — ^by drops my cup to drains 
The rabble's laugh — the den, the chain 
To kiss the dost, and &wn. and whine 
For added days to days like mine. 
Till trieason/ murder, regicide, 
All that was bom of man and pride, 
Tum'd from their recreant Chief in shame, 
'Till, ere I perish'd, died my name, 
'Till in this den of rock and wave. 
All left Napolbon to the grave ! 



JACOB'S DREAM. 



FROM A PICTURE BY ALLSTOK* 



I. 

The sun was sinking on the mountain zone 
That guards thy vales of beauty — ^Palestine ! 
And lovely from the desert rose the moon, 
Yet lingering on the horizon's purple line, 
Like a pure spirit o'er its earthly shrine. 
Up Padanaram'6 height abrupt and bare 
A pilgrim toil'd, and oft on day's decline 
Loojk'd pale, then paused for eve's delicious air. 
The summit gain'd, he knelt, and breathed his evening pray'r 
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II. 

He spread his cloak and slumber'dy daikneas fell 
Upon the twilight hills ; a sudden sound 
Of silver trumpets o'er him seem'd to swell ; 
Clouds heavy with the tempest gather'd round; 
Yet was the whirlwind in its cayems bound ; 
Still deeper roU'd the darkness from on high, 
Gigantic volume upon yolmne wound, 
Above, a pillar shooting to the sky, 
Below, a mighty sea that spread incessantly. 

III. 

Voices are heard-a choir of golden strings. 
Low winds, whose breath is loaded with the rose. 
Then chariot-wheels— -4he nearer rush of wings ; 
Pale lightning round the dark pavilion glows. 
It thunders — the resplendent gates unclose ; 
Far as the eye can glance, on height o'er height. 
Rise fiery waving wings, and star crown'd brows, 
Rank'd by their millions brighter and more bright, 
TSl all is lost in one supreme, unmingled light. 
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IV. 
Btti^ two beside the sleeping Pilgrim stand, 
like cherub Kings, with lifted, mighty plume, 
Fix'd, sun-bright eyes, and looks of high command : 
They tell the Patriarch of his glorious doom ; 
Father of countless myriads that shall come, 
Sweeping the land like billows of the sea. 
Bright as the stars of Heaven from twilight's gloom, 
Till He is given whom Angels long to see, 
And Israel's splendid line is crown'd with Deity. 



H 



a.LION, 



Ai»y^*'Eptc 9iiroTi)To Ko^v^aav^a ;(Xoroir dur^ptfi*. 

Hesiodu 



I. 

I HAD a vision : evening sat in gold 
Upon the bosom of a boundless plain, 
Cover'd with beauty ; — garden, field, and fold. 
Studding the billowy sweep of ripening grain, 
like islands in the purple summer main. 
And temples of pure marble met the sun. 
That ting'd their white shafts with a golden stain. 
And sounds of rustic joy, and labour done. 
Hallowed the lovely hour, until her pomp was gone. 
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II. 

The plain was hush'd in twilight, as a child 
Slumbers beneath its slow drawn canopy ; 
But sudden tramplings came, and voices wild 
And tossing of rude weapons caught the eye ; 
And on the hills, like meteors in the sky, 
Burst sanguine fires, and ever and anon 
To the clash'd spears the horn gave fierce reply ; 
And round their beacons trooping thousands shone, 
Then sank, like evil things, and all was dark and lone. 

III. 
Twas midnight; there was wrath in that wild heaven: 
Earth was sepulchral dark. At once a roar 
Peal'd round the mountain tops, hke ocean driven 
Before the thunders on the eternal shore : 
Down rush'd, as if a sudden earthquake tore 
The bowels of the hills — a flood of fire : 
like lava, mingled spears and torches pour, 
Tl\e plain is deluged, higher still and higher 
Swell blood and flame, till all is like one mighty pyre. 

H 2 
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IV. 

'Twos dawn, and still the black and bloody smoke 
RoU'd o'er the champaign Uke a vault of stone : 
But as the sun's slow wheels the barrier broke. 
He lit the image of a fearful one, 
Throned in the central massacre, alone — 
An iron diadem upon his brow, 
A naked lance beside him, that yet shone 
Purple and warm with gore, and crouching low. 
All men in one huge chain, alike the friend and foe. 

Vv 

The land around him, in that sickly light, 
Show'd like th' upturning of a mighty gravo; 
Strewn with crush'd monuments, and remnants white 

Of man; all loneliness, but when some slave 
With faint, fond hand the hurried burial gave, 
Then died. The Despot sat upon his throne, 
Scoffing to see the stubborn traitors wave 
At his least breath. The good and brave were gone 
To exile or the tomb. Their country's life was done ! 



THE 



ENTRY INTO JERUSALEM. 



PROM A PICTURE ^Y HAYDON. 



I. 

The air is filled with shouts/ and trumpets' sounding; 
A host are at thy gates^ Jerusalem. 
Now is their van the Mount of Olives rounding ; 
Above them Judah's lion-banners gleam^ 
Twined with the palm and oUves' emerald stem. 
Now swell the nearer sounds of voice and strings 
As down the hill-side pours the Uving stream ; 
And to the cloudless Heaven Hosannas ring — > 
** The Son of David comes ! — the Conqueror — the King !" 
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• 



11. 

The cuirassed Roman heard ; and grasped his shield. 
And rushed in fiery haste to gate and tower ; 
The Pontiff from his battlement beheld 
The host, and knew the falling of his power : 
He saw the cloud on Sion's glory low'r. 
Still down the marble road the myriads come^ 
Spreading the way with garment^ branch, and flower, 
And deeper sounds are mingling, '^ woe to RomeT' 
^' The day of freedom dawns; rise, Israel, from thy tomb. 

III. 

' Temple of beauty — ^long that day is done ; 

Thy ark is dust ; thy golden cherubim 

In the fierce triumphs of the foe are gone : 

The shades of ages on thy ajitars swim. 

Yet still a light ^ there, tho^ wavering dim ; 

And has its holy lamp been watdi'd in vain? 

Or lives it not until the finished time. 

When he who fix'd, shall break his people^s chain^ 
And Sion be th^ lovied, the crownM of God again ? 



ft 
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IV. 

But then thou wast of Earth the splendid wonder. 
And matchless beauty sat upon thy walls. 
At once, as with a peal of midnight thunder, 
Was shook the crowd within thy ivory halls ; 
The priests, with turban'd brows and purple palls. 
The son of Mammon, the pale usurer, 
like men that see the lightning ere it falls. 
From their poUuted seats sprang, smote with fear ; 
That shout, like judgment, burst upon the guilty ear. 

V. 

He comes, yet with the burning bolt unarmM ^ 

Pale, pure, prophetic, God of Majesty ! 

Tho' thousands, tens of thousands, round him swarm'd. 

None durst abide that depth divine of eye ; 

None durst the waving of his robe draw nigh. 

But at his feet was laid the Roman's sword : 

There Lazarus knelt to see his King pass by ; 
> There Jairus, with his age's child, adored. 
*' He comes, the King of King^ : Hosanna to the Lord !" 



THE ULY OF THE VALLEY. 



White bud^ that in meek beauty so dost lean 
Thy cloister'd cheek as pale as moonb'ght snow. 

Thou seem'st beneath thy huge, high leaf of green, 
An Eremite beneath his mountain's brow. 



White bud ! thou 'rt emblem of a lovelier thing, 
The broken spirit that its anguish bears 

To silent shades, and there sits offering 
To Heaven the holy fragrance of its tears. 



.V 



O S S I A N. 



IMITATED. 



And from the solemn string. 
By moonlight he would wing 

His mystic music to the listening air; 
And the bright stars would fall, 
And on the mountains tall 

The ancient pines all shake their leafy hair. 



Night fell^ the wind rustled high^ the moon was be* 
hind her cloud. The harper sat upon the rock, the 
lis^ht of the blazing oak was on his face and harp of 
song; propped ou their spears the warriors stod 
around. / 

" Mournful is my song,*' he said, and swept the 
echoing string. " My sighs are for the past. The 
spirits of the dead come round me as a dream to the 
hunter when he takes his rest in the valley, and knows 
not that he sleeps upon the warrior's grave. , I hear the 
voice of tombs.*' 

He raised his darkened eyes to Heaven. A star 
swept across the clouds, leaving its long bright train. 
The warriors struck their shields in joy. The wind 
lightly waved the forests' thousand leaves. But the 
father of Oscar felt not their joy. A tear was on his 
face : he bowed his head, and again swept the string. 
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^ Wake from iby slumbers, Albion ! the beacon is 
not lighted upon thy hills ; silent thy shell of war. 
The sculptured h^lm imd sword of thy fiithers are 
hanging in thy halls. But there is danger gathering, as 
the mist that rolls round the moimtain, and hides its 
hoary head from the moon. Yet Albion will not hear — 
no, she still sleeps. 

'^ Where is he of the hundred fights, who rose to his 
cloud from the red southern wave ? Where is he of the 
mighty mind, who ruled the land as yonder moon rules 
the pale and swelling waves ? I see you on your thrones. 
Ye toss your shadowy arms in mist*-your voice of woe 
is on the wind. Ye are gone, and your brightness dies 
upon the skirts of the storm. But Albion will not hear — 
no, she still sleeps. 

^' Hark to the distant clash of arms. It is low like 
the whispers of ambushed warriors. I hear their tread, 
like the trooping of the wolves when the shepherd is 
asleep. They come, as the fire creeping through the 
forest, waiting till the storm lifts it into flame. Their 
murmurs are the sounds of the thunder when it gathers 
its strength, and strives to chmb the arch of Heaven. 
Nearer they come. Their trampling is the roar of the 
lake, when the winds are riding its long and tawny waves. 
Their cry is Death to the Queen of Isles. But Albion 
will not hoar — no, she still sleeps.'^ 

Then paused the man of age. The warriors grasped 
tlieir shields, and ;eadi looked round to see the beacon 
lighted on the bill. The moon shone out in glory. The 
clouds rolled ^away. The thousand rills pf the mountain 
were heard in the silence of the night. A voice swept 
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past the warriors, and it cheered their hearts like the 
sound of the trumpet in battle, telling them that iheir 
brothers are come. The bard arose, and standing, 
struck the sflyer string. 

" She wakes : the helm is flashing on her brow — the 
spear is glittering in her hand. She rushes, as the gale 
that sweeps the mist before its conquering wing. Her 
foes are scattered, as the foam upon the sounding shore. 
Shades of our fathers, rest in your airy halls. The Ocean 
Queen has waked: and she shall live sceptred and 
crowned, when all her enemies are like the weed that 
dies upon the damp and lonely grave." 1820. 



ON 



SIR WALTER SCOTT^ TITLE. 



Where is my harper f— Off with all yonr helnu. 

firiiq; out the golden sword. He shall be crown'd. 

When I lay sick in Palestine : and oft* 

When I hare sank graTe^eep with heavy thonghtSy 

Seeing as many fiends as he who fires 

His ftuicies at the moon; his harp hath slain 

More deadly enemies than all yonr swords. 

What ho— Let him come forth. , Oid Plaf, 



Land of the mountain and the wood. 
The purple lake, the thundering flood ; 
Land of the tartan and the plume, 
Of valour's breast, and beauty's bloom ; 
Scotland, exult, thy minstrel son 
Has the high prize of genius won ; 
Has stood in England's royal ring. 
Praised, loved, and honour'd by his King. 

The day is past of fight and feud. 
The spear has lost its sullen food ; 
No more the chieftain in his hall. 
Starts at the warder's trumpet-call. 
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The moat is fill'd, the umber'd tower 
Is curtained with the woodbine flower. 
The liUes round the portal-shield 
Veil the rich spoils of flood and field ; 
But Scotland by thy victor son 
Are spoils of nobler combat won. 

Upon thy solitary shore, 
Upon thy mountain's summit hoar, 
Upon thy mighty forests' tract, 
Upon thy desert cataract, 
He sent his voice— and from the wave. 
The mounts the cataract, the cave, 
Rose at their minstrel-lord's command. 
The thousand spirits of the land. 
The soul of bending beauty came, 
The warrior's restless shape of flame. 
The priest, heaven-gazing^ proud and pale. 
And gave him each its treasured tale. 

Life has no brighter day to come : 
Return, thou man of heart and home ! 
Thy boy in vision sees the blade 
That on thy knightly neck was laid : 
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And to the ancient impulse true^ 

Swells with the glories of Bucdeuch. 

And joy is wild in bluer eyes. 

And softer cheeks wear burning dyes ; 

Till to her father's bosom prest, 

The whole high heart is calm and blest. 

And cups are crowning round thy board, 

To HIM who gave the spur and sword. 

APMiL, 1820 



THE END. 
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